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QUEEN HORTENSE. 



DAYS OF CHILDHOOD AND OF THE 
REVOLUTION. 



" One moment of bliss is not too dearly bought with 
death," Bays our great German poet, and he may be right; 
bnt a moment of bliss purchased with a long lifetime full 
of trial and sufEering is far too costly. 

And when did it come for her, this " moment of 
bliss ) " When could Ilortense Beauharnais, in speaking 
of herself, declare, " I am happy ? Now, let suffering 
and sorrow come upon me, if they will ; I have tasted 
felicity, and, in the memories it lias left me, it is im- 
perisBsble and eternal ! " 

Much, very much, had this daughter of an empress 
and mother of an emperor to endure. 

In her earliest youth she had been made familiar ^ith 
misfortune and with tears ; and in her later life, as maid- 
en, wife, and mother, she wa£ not spared. 

ih,Goot^le 
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A touchingly-beatitifiil fignre amid the drama of the 
Napoleonic days waa this gentle and yet high-spirited 
queen, who, when she had descended from the throne 
and had ceased to be a sovereign, exhausted and weary 
of life, fonnd ref nge at length in the grave, yet still ear- 
viv-ed among ns as a queen — no longer, indeed, a qneen 
of nations, bat the Queen of Flowers. 

The flowers have retained their remembrance of Jo- 
sephine's beantifnl daughter ; tbey did not, like so many 
of her own race, deny her when she was no longer the 
daughter of the all-powerful emperor, but merely the 
daughter of the " exile." Among the flowers the lovely 
Hortense continued to live on, and Gavami, the ^eat 
poet of the floral realm, has reared to her, as Hortensia, 
the Flower Qneen, an enchanting monument, in his 
^^Flewrs Aminees" Upon a monnd of Hortensias rests 
the image of the Queen Hortense, and, in the far dis- 
tance, like the limnings of a half-forgotten dream, are 
seen the towers and domes of Paris. Farther in tbe 
foregronnd lies the grave of Hortense, with the carved 
likeness of the queenly sister of the flowers. Loneliness 
reigns around the spot, but above it, in the air, hovers 
the imperial eagle. The imperial mantle, studded with 
its golden bees, undulates behind him, like the train of a 
comet ; the dark-red ribbon of the Legion of Honor, with 
the golden cross, hangs around his neck, and in his beak 
he bears a full-blooming branch of the crown imperial. 

It is a page of world -renowned history that this 
charming picture of Gavami's conjures up before na — 
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an luBtorical pageant that sweeps by ne in wondrous fan- 
taatic forms of light and shadow, when we eetai the life 
of Qneeo Kortense with searching gaze, and meditate 
npon her destiny. She had known all the grandenr and 
splendor of earth, and had eeen them all cmrable again to 
dnst. No, not all 1 Her ballads and poems remun, for 
genius needs no diadem to be immortal. 

When Hortense ceased to be a queen by the grace of 
Napoleon, she none the less continued to be a poetess 
" by the grace of Glod." Her poems are sympathetic and 
charming, foil of tender plaintiveness and full of impas- 
sioned warmth, which, however, in no instance oversteps 
the bounds of womanly gentleness. Her musical com- 
positions, too, are eqnally melodious and attractive to 
the heart. Who does not know the song, " Va fen, 
Ouerrier" which Hortense wrote and set to music, and 
then,, at Napoleon's request, converted into a military 
march? The soldiers of France once left their native 
land, in those days, to the sound of this march, to carry 
the French eagles to Bnssia ; and to the same warlike 
harmony they have marched forth more recently, toward 
the same distant destiuation. This ballad, written by 
Hortense, survived. At one time everybody sang it, 
joyously, aloud. Then, when the Bonrbons.had returned, 
the scarred and crippled veterans of the Iri/validet 
hummed it under their breath, while they whispered 
secretly to each other of the glory of I,a Belle Freutvce, 
as of a beautiful dream of youth, now gone forever. 
To^y, that song rings ont with power again throngh 
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I^tnce, and moimtfl in jnbilee to the sammlt of the col- 
nmn on the Place Veoddme. The bronze vieage of the 
emperor seems to melt into a smile aa theee tremnlons 
billows of melody go sweeping aronnd bis brow, and the 
Hortensias on the queen's grave raise dreamingly their 
heads of bloom, in which the dews of heaven, or the tears 
of the departed one, glisten like rarest gems, and seem to 
look forth lovingly and listen to this ditty, which now for 
Franco has won so holy a significance — holy because it is 
the master-chanl of a religion which all men and all 
nations should revere — the " reli^on of our memories," 
Thus, this " Va fen, Gtierrier," which France now sings, 
resonnds over the grave of the queen, like a salute of 
honor over the last resting-place of some brave s(>Idier. 

She had much to contend with — this hapless and 
amiable queen — but she ever proved firm, and ever re- 
tained one kind of courage that belongs to woman — the 
courage to smile through her tears. Her father perished 
on the scaffold; her moUier, the doubly-dethroned em- 
press, died of a broken heart ; her step-father, the Em- 
peror Napoleon, pined away, liked a caged lion, on a lone 
rock in the sea I Her whole family— all the dethroned 
kings wid queens — went wandering about as fugitives 
and pariahs, banished from their country, and scarcely 
wringing from the clemency of those to whom th^ had 
been clement, a little spot of earth, where, far from the 
bustle and intercourse of the world, they might live in 
quiet obscurity, with their great recollections and their 

mighty sorrows. Their past lay behind them, like a glit- 

C.(H>i31e 
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tering fair; tale, which no one now believed ; and only 
the present eeemed, to men and natione. a welcome reality, 
which they, with envenomed stings, were eager to brand 
npon the foreheads of the dethroned Napoleon race. 

Yet, despite all these sorrows and disconragementi, 
Hortensia had the mental strength not to hate her fellow- 
beings, but, on the contrary, to teach her children to love 
them and do good to them. The heart of the dethroned 
qneen bled from a thousand wonnds, bat she did not allow 
these wonnda to stiffen into callousness, nor her heart to 
harden ander the broad scars of sorrow that had ceaaed 
to bleed. She cherished her bereavements and her 
wonnds, and kept them open with her team ; bnt, even 
while she suffered measnreless woes, it solaced her heart 
to relieve Uie woes and dry the tears of others. Thns 
was her life a constant charity ; and when she died she 
could, like the Empress Josephine, BS,y of herself, "I 
have wept mnch, bnt never have I made others weep." 

Hortense was the daughter of the Yiscount de Beau- 
hamais, who, against the wishes of his relatives, married 
the beantiful Josephine Tascher de la Pagerie, a yoong 
Creole lady of Martinique. This alliance, which love 
alone had brought about, seemed destined, nevertheless, 
to no happy issue. While both were young, and both 
inexperienced, passionate, and jealous, both lacked the 
strength and energy requisite to restrain the wild im- 
pnlses of their fiery temperaments within the cool and 
tranqtiil bounds of quiet married life. The viscount wa» 
too yonng to be not merely a lover and tender hnstwBd, 
ih,Goot^lc 
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bat also a sober counsellor and caatioue instructor in the 
difficult after-day of life ; and Josephine was too inno- 
cent, too artless, too sportive and genial, to avoid all those 
things that might give to the watchful and hostile family 
of her husband an opportunity for ill-natured suspicions, 
which were whispered in the viscount's ear as cruel cer- 
t^nties. It may readily be conceived, then, that such a 
state of things soon led to violent scenes and bitter grief. 
Josephine was too beautiful and amiable not to attract 
attention and admiration wherever she went, and she was 
not yet hlasee and hackneyed enough to take no pleasure 
in the court thus paid to her, and the admiration so uni- 
versally shown her, nor even to omit doing her part to 
win them. But, while slie was naive and innocent at 
heart, she required of her husband that these trifling out- 
side coquetries should not disquiet him nor render him 
distrustful, and that he should repose the most unshaken 
confidence in her. Her pride revolted against his sus- 
picions, as did his jealousy against her seeming frivolity ; 
and both became quite willing, at last, to separate, not- 
withstanding the love they really bore each other at the 
bottom of their hearts, had not their children rendered 
such a separation impossible. These children were a son, 
Eugene, and a daughter, Hortense, four years younger 
than the boy. Both parents loved these children with 
passionate tenderness ; and often when one of tlie stormy 
scenes at wliich we have hinted took place in the pres- 
ence of the young people, an imploring word from Eu- 
gene or a caress from little Hortense would suffice to 
I ,1, iLGtiDi^le 
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reconcile their father and mother, whose anger, after all, 
wae but the result of excesBive attachment. 

Snt these domestic broils became more violent vrith 
time, and the moment arrived when Engene wae no 
loDget- there to stand by his little sister in her efforts to 
soothe the irritation of her parents. The viscount bad 
sent Eugene, who was now seven years of age, to a 
boarding-school ; and little Hortense, qoite disheartened 
by the absence of her brother, had no longer the means 
or the courage to allay the quarrels that raged between 
her parents, but would escape in terror and dismay, when 
they broke out, to some lonely comer, and there weep 
bitterly over a misfortune, the extent of which her poor 
little childish heart could not yet estimate. 

In the midst o£ this gloomy and stormy period, the 
young viaconntcBa received a letter from Martinique. It 
was from her mother, Madame Tascher de la Pagerie, 
who vividly depicted to her daughter the terrors of her 
lonely situation in her huge, silent residence, where there 
was no one aronnd her bnt servants and slaves, whose 
, singularly altered and insubordinate manner had, of late, 
alarmed the old lady, and filled her with secret appreheh- 
fiions for the future. She, therefore, besought her 
daughter to come to her, and live with her, bo that she 
might cheer the last few years of her mother's existence 
with the bright presence of her dazzling youth. 

Josephine accepted this appealing letter from her 
mother as a hint from destiny ; and, weary of her domes- 
tic wrangles, and resolved to end them forever, she took 
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her HtUe dangliter, Hortenee, then Bcarcely four yean 
old, and with her sailed away from Fiance, to seek be- 
yond the ocean and in her mother's anus the new hap^- 
ness of nndistnrbed tnoqaillity. 

Bat, at that jtmctnre, trangnillity had fled the world. 
The mntteiings and moaninge of the impending tempest 
could be heard on all aides. A sabtemineaii rombliDg 
was aadible throughout all lands ; a doll thnndraing and 
ontcry, as though the solid earth were about to change 
into one yast Tolcaoo — one measnreleae enter' — that 
would dash to atoms, and entomb, with its blazing lava- 
streams and fiery cinder-showers, the happiness and peace 
of all hmnaoity. And, finally, this terrific crater did, 
indeed, open and hurl dratrucdou and death on all radee^ 
over the whole world, uprooting, with d^noniac fory, 
entire races and natJons, and dlencing the merry laagh 
and harmless jest with the overpowering echoes of its 
awful voice! 

This volcano was the revolution. In France, the 
first and most fearful explocdon of this terrific crater oo- 
curred, but the whole world shook and heaved with it^. 
and, on all sides, the furious masBes from beneath over- 
flowed on the surface, seeking to reverse the order of 
things and place the lowest where the highest had been. 
Even away in Martinique this social earthquake was felt, 
which had already, in France, flung out the bloody guil- 
lotine from its relentless crater. This guillotine had be- 
come the altar of the so-called enfranchisement of na> 
tions, and npou this altar the intoxicated, lan thin Vi n g 
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iniODOO offered ap to their new idol UiOM vho, until tbeo, 
had been their lords and maetera, and b; whose death 
iitaj now believed that they could pnrcbase freedom for 
erermore. 

^^EgaliU! fratemiU! Uierie/" Sneh was the bat 
tie-cry of this howling, mnrdering popnlace. Such were 
the three words which burned in blood-red letters of fire 
above the gnillotiQe, and their mocking emblem was the 
glittering axe, that flashed down, to sever from their bod- 
ies the heads of iihe aristocrats whom, in spite of the new 
religion represented in those three worde, they woold not 
recognize as brethren and equals, or admit to the freedom 
of life and of opinion. And this battle-cry of the mm^ier* 
OTiM French populace had penetrated ae far as Martiuiqne, 
where it bad aroosed the slaves from their enllen obedi- 
ence to fihe point of demanding by force that participa- 
tion in freedom, equality, and brotherhood, that had so 
long been denied them. They, at last, rose everywhere 
in open insnrrectioD against their masters, and the fire- 
brands which they hurled into the dwellings of the 
whites served as the bridal torches to their espousal of 
liberty. 

The house of Madame Tascher de la Pagerie was one 
of the abodes in which these firebrands fell. 

One night Josephine was awakened by the blinding 
light of the flames, which had already penetrated to her 
ohamber. With a shriek of terror, she sprang from her 
bed, caught up little Hortense in her arms from the 
conoh where the child lay quietly slumbering, wrapped 
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her in the bedclotheB, and msheti, in her night-attire, 
from the house. She bnrst, with the lion-hke courage of 
a mother, throngh the shooting, fighting crowds of sol- 
diers and blacks outside, and fled, with all the speed of 
mortal terror, toward the harbor. There lay a French 
vessel, jnst ready to weigh anchor. An officer, who at 
that moment was stepping into the small boat that was 
to convey bim to the departing ship, saw this young 
woman, as, holding her child tightly to her bosom, she 
sank down, with one last despairing cry, half inanimate, 
upon the beach. Filled with the deepest compassion, he 
hastened to her, and, raising both mother and child in 
his arms, he bore them to his boat, which then instantly 
put out from land, and bounded away over the bUlows 
with its lovely burden. 

The ship was soon reached, and Josephine, still 
tightly clasping her child to her breast, and happy in 
having saved this only jewel, climbed up the unsteady 
ladder to the ship's decks. Until this moment all her 
thoughts remained concentrated upon her child, and it 
was only when she had seen her little Hortense safely 
put to bed in the cabin and free from all danger — only 
after she had fulfilled all the duties of a mother, that the 
woman revived in her breast, and she cast shamed and 
frightened glances around her. Only half-clad, in light, 
fluttering night-clothes, without any other covering to 
her beautiful neck and bosom than her superb, luxuriant 
hair, which fell around her and partly hid them, like a 
thick black veil, stood the yoimg ViBCOuntesB Joflephine 
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de BeanharDsifi, in the midst of a group of guing 
men I 

However, some of the ladiee on the ahip came to her 
aid, and, so boob as her toilet had been sufficiently im- 
proved, Josephine eagerly requested to be taken back to 
land, in order that she might fly to her mother's asBiBt- 
ance. 

But the captain opposed tiiia request, aa he was un- 
willing to give the young fugitive over to the tender 
mercies of the assassins who were burning and massa- 
cring ashore, and whose murderous yells could be dis- 
tinctly heard on board of the vessel. The entire coast, so 
far as the eye could reach, looked like another sea — a 
sea, though, of flame and smoke, which shot up its leap- 
ing biUows in long tongues of fire far against the sky. 
It was a terrible, an appalling Bpectacle ; and Josephine 
fled from it to the bedside of her little sleeping daughter. 
Then, kneeling there by the couch of her child, she up- 
lifted to heaven her face, down which the tears were 
streaming, and implored God to spare her mother. 

But, meanwhile, the ship weighed anchor, and sped 
farther and farther away from this blazing coast. 

Josephine stood on the deck and gazed back at lier 
mother's burning home, which gradually grew less to her 
sight, then glimmered only like a tiny star on the distant 
horizon, and finally vanished altogether. With that last 
ray her childhood and past life had sunk forever in the 
sea, and a new world and a new life opened for both 
mother and child. The past was, like the ships of Cor- 

n ^.-iLGtlDl^le 
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tez, bnmed behind her ; yet it threw a magic light fat 
away over ioto her fntuie, and ae Josephine stood there 
with her little Hortense in her arms, and aeot her last 
farewell to the island where her early days bad been 
spent, she bethonght ber of the old mulatto-woman who 
had whispered in her ear one daj : 

" Yon will go back to France, and, ere long after 
that, all France will be at your feet. You will be 
greater there than a gneen." 



CHAPTER n. 

THB PHOPHBCT. 

It was toward the close of the year 1790 that Joae- 
phine, with her little daughter, Hortense, arrived in 
Paris and took np her residence in a smaU dwelling. 
There she soon received the intelligence of the rescue 
of her mother, and of the re-establidiment of peace in 
Martirnqne. In France, however, the revolution and the 
guillotine still raged, and the banner of the Keign of 
Terror — the red flag — still cast its bloody shadow over 
Paris. Its inhabitants were terror-stricken ; no one knew 
in the evening that he would still be at liberty on the 
following day, or that he would live to see another sun- 
set. Death lay in wait at every door, and reaped ita 
dread harvest in every bouse and in every family. In 
the face of these horrors, Josephine forgot all her Milier 
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giiefB, all Hm insnltB and littiniliationa to which she had 
been sabjected by her boBband ; the old lore revived in 
her breast; and, as it might well be that on the morrow 
deadi wonld come knocking at her own door, she wished 
to devote ibe present moment to a reconciliation with 
her hnsband, and a remiion with her son. 

Bat all her attempts in this direction were in vain. 
The yificonnt had felt her flight to Martinique to be too 
graTe an injury, too great an iosolt, to be now willing to 
consent to a reconciliation with his wife. Sympathizing 
friendfl arranged a meeting between them, without, how- 
ever, previously informing the viscount of their design. 
Hia anger was therefore great when, on entering the par- 
k>r of Coont Montmorin, in response to that gentleman's 
invitation, he found there the wife be had bo obstinately 
and wrathfolly avoided. He was about to retire hastily, 
when a charming child rushed forward, greeted him ten- 
derly in silvery tones, and threw herself into bis arms. 
1^ viscount was now powerless to fly ; he pressed hia 
child, his Horteuse, to his heart, and when the child, 
with a winning smile, entreated him to kiss her mamma 
as he had kissed her ; when be saw the beautifnl coonte- 
nance of Josephine wet with tears; when he heard bis 
father's voice saying, ""My son, reconcile yourself with 
my daughter 1 Josephine is my danghter, and I wonld 
not call her so if she were unworthy," and when he saw 
his handsome son, Eugene, gazing at him wistfully, his 
head resting on his mother's shoulder, bis heart relented. 
TAttiliiig litUa Hortense by the hand, be stepped forward 

■ .,k 
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to bis wife, and, with a load cry of joy and a blissful 
greeting of lore, Josephiae sank on bie bosom. 

Peace was re-established, and husband and wife were 
now united in a closer bond of love than ever before. 
The stonns seemed to have spent their rage, and the 
heaven of their happiness was clear and cloudless. But 
this heaven was soon to be overcast with the black shadow 
of the revolution. 

Viscount ' Beauharaais, returned by the nobility of 
Blois to the new legislative body, the Estates-General, re- 
signed this position, in order to serve his country with 
his sword instead of his tongue. With the rank of ad- 
jutant-general, he repaired to the Army of the North, 
accompanied by Josephine's blessings aud tears. A dread 
premonition told her that she would never see the gen- 
eral again, and this premonition did not deceive her. 
The spirit of anarchy and insurrection not only raged 
among the people of Paris, but also in the army. The 
fuistoerats, who were given over to the guillotine in 
Paris, were also regarded with distrust and hatred in the 
army, and Yisconnt Beauhamais, who, for his gallantry 
on the battle-field of Soissons, had been promoted to the 
position of commanding general, was accused by his own 
officers of being an enemy of France and of the new 
order of tihings. He was arrested, taken back to Paris, 
and thrown into the prison of the Lnxembonrg, where so 
many other victims of the revolution lay in confinement 

The sad intelligence of her husband's misfortune soon 
reached Josephine, and aroused her love to energetic 
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ftctJon in hiB belialf . She mentally vowed to libersite her 
bnsband, the father of her children, or to die with him. 
8he coorageoDBlj confronted all dangers, all anapicioDB, 
and was happy when she fonnd him in his prison, where 
she visits him, whispering words of consolation and 
hope in his ear. 

But at that time lore and fidelity were also capital 
crimes, and Josephine's guilt was twofold : first, because 
she waa an aristocrat herself, and secondly, becanse she 
loved and wept for the fate of an aristocrat, and an al- 
1^^ traitor to hie conntry. Josephine waa arrested and 
thrown into the prison of St. Pelagie. 

Eugene and Hortense were now little better than 
orphans, for the prisoners of the Lnzembonrg and St. 
Felogie, at that tune, only left their prisons to monnt the 
Bcafiold. Alone, deprived of all help, avoided by aU 
whom they had once known and loved, the two duldren 
were threatened with misery, want, and even with hun- 
ger, for the estate of their parents had been confiscated, 
and, in the same hour in which Josephine was conducted 
to prison, the entrances and doors of their dwelling were 
sealed, and the poor children left to find a sheltering roof 
for themselves. But yet they wore not entirely helpless, 
not quite friendless, for a friend of Josephine, a Madame 
Holstein, had the courage to come to the rescae, and 
take the children into her own &mily. 

But it was necessary to go to work cantiously and 
wisely, in order to avoid exciting the hatred and venge- 
aiice of those who, coming from the scum of the peo- 
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pie, were now the nilere of France. An imprudent 
word, a look, might suffice to cast Bnepicion upon, and 
render ap to the guillotine, tJiis good Madame Holstoin, 
this conrageoua friend of the two children. It was in 
itself a capital crime that she had taken the children of 
the accused into her house, and it was therefore neceesar; 
to adopt evet7 means of conciliating the authorities. It 
was thought necessary that Hortense should, in companj 
with her proteetresB, attend the feBtivalB and patriotic 
proceseions, that were renewed at every decade in honor 
of the one and indivisible republic, but she was never re- 
quired to take an active part in these celebrations. She 
was not considered worthy to figure among the danghters 
of the people ; she had not yet been forgiven for being 
the danghter of a viscount, of an imprisoned ei-d&vant. 
Eugene had been apprenticed to a carpenter, and the son 
of the viscount was now often seen walking through the 
streets in a blouse, carrying a board on his shonlder or a 
saw under his arm. 

While the children of the accused were thns enjoying 
temporary security, the future of their parents was grow- 
ing darker and darker, and not only the life of the gen- 
eral, but also that of his wife, was now seriously endan- 
gered. Josephine had been removed from the prison of 
St. Pelagic to that of the Carmelites, and this brought 
her a step nearer the scaffold. But she did not tremble 
for herself, she thought only of her children and her 
husband ; she wrote affectionate letters to the former, 
which she bribed her juler to forward to their destliw 
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tion, bat all her efforts to place herself in oommTiiiicatioD 
■with her hasband were abortive. One day she received 
the fearful intelligence that her hneband had jnet been 
conducted before the revolationary tribunal. Josephine 
waited for further intelHgence in an agony of euepense. 
Had this tribunal acquitted her husband, or had it con- 
demned biTin to deatb t Was he already free, or was he 
free in a higher Bense— was he dead ? If he were free, 
he would have found means to inform her of the fact; 
iuid if he were dead, his name would certainly have been 
mentioned in the Hat of the condemned. In this agony 
of euepenBe, Josephine passed the long day. Night came, 
bnt brought no rest for her and her compaoions in misery 
— the other occupants of the prison — who also looked 
death in the face, and who watched with her throughout 
the long night. 

The society assembled in this prison was brilliant and 
select. There were the Dowager Duchess de Choiseul, 
the YiBCOunteae de Maille, whose seventecn-years-old 
daughter had just been guillotined ; there was the Mar- 
qtuse de Cr^ui, the intellectual lady who has often been 
called the last marquise of the ancieti regime, and who 
in her witty memoirs wrote tlie Frencli history of the 
eighteenth century as viewed from an aristocratic stand- 
point. There was AbbI TiJxier, who, when the revolu- 
tionists threatened him with the latitcm, because be had 
refused to take the oath of allegiance to the new consti- 
tation, replied : " Will you see any better after having 
bung me to the lantern } " And there was yet aaoth«r. 
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a M. Davivier, a pupil of Oagliostj-o, who, like his mas- 
ter, could read the future, and with the aesiBtauce of a 
decanter full of water and a " dove," that is, &d innocent 
yonng girl of leae than seven, could solve the myBteries 
of fate. 

To him, to the Grand Cophta, Josephine now ad- 
dreaaed herself after this day of dread oncertainty, and 
demanded information of the fate of her husband. 

In the Btillnese of the ni^t the gloomy, desolate hall 
of the prison now presented a strange aspect. The jailer, 
bribed with an assignat of fifty francs, then worth only 
forty sous, however, had consented that his little six* 
yearsold daughter should serve the Grand Cophta as 
" dove," and had made all other preparations. A table 
stood in &e middle of the hall, on which was a decanter 
filled with clear, fresh water, around which were three 
candles in the form of a triangle, and placed as near the 
decanter as possible, in order that the dove should be 
able to see the better. The little girl, just aroused from 
sleep and brought from her bed in her night-gown, sat 
on a chair close to the table, and behind her stood the 
earnest, sombre "figure of the Grand Cophta. Aronrd 
the table stood the prisoners, these duchesses and mar- 
quises, these ladies of the court of Versailles who had 
preserved their aristocratic manners in the prison, and 
were even here so strictly observant of etiquette, that 
those of them who had enjoyed the honor of the tabou- 
ret in the Tuileries, were here accorded the same prece- 
dence, and all possible consideration shown them, 
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On the other dde of the table, in breatbleee suspense, 
her large, dark eyes fastened on the child with a touch- 
ing expression, stood the nnhappy Josephine, and, at 
some distance behind the ladies, the jailer with his wife. 

Now the Grand Cophta laid both hands on the child's 
head and cried in a loud voice, "Open jour ejes and 
lookl" 

The child tnmed pale and shaddered as it fixed its 
gaze on the decanter. 

" What do joa see 1 " asked the Grand Cophta. "I 
want you to look into the prison of General Beaohamais. 
"What do you see ! " 

" I see a little room," said the child with vivacily. 
" On a cot lies a young man who sleeps ; at his side 
stands another man, writing on a sheet of paper that lies 
on a large book." 
" Can you read ? " 

"No, citizen. Now the man cuts off his hair, and 
folds it in the paper," 
" The one who sleeps ? " 

" No, the one who was just now writing. He is now 
writing something on the back of the paper in which he 
wrapped the hair ; now he opens a little red pocket-book, 
and takes papers out of it ; they are assignats, he counts 
them and then puts them back in the pocket-book. Now 
he rises and walks softly, softly." 

" What do you mean by softly ? You have not heard 
the slightest noise as yet, hare you t " 

*' No, but he walks through the room on tiptoe.'* 
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" Wliat do yon see now ) " 

" He now covers his face with his hands and seenu 
to be weeping." 

" Bot what did he do with bis pocket-book I " 

"Ah, he has put the pocket book and the package 
with the hair in the pocket of the coat that hes on the 
Bleeping man's bed." 

" Of what color is this coat } " 

" I cannot see, exactly ; it is red or brown, lined with 
bine dlk and covered with shining bnttons." 

" That wiU do," eaid the Orand Cophta ; " yon can 
go to bed, child." 

He stooped down over the child and breathed on her 
forehead. The Httle girl seemed to awaken as from a 
trance, and harried to her parents, who led her from the 
hall. 

" General Beanhamais still lives I " said the G-rand 
Cophta, addressing Josephine. 

" Yes, he still lives," cried she, sadly, " but he is pr^ 
paring for death." * 

Josephine was right. A few days later Dnchess 
d'Anville received a package and a letter. It was sent 
to her by a prisoner in La Force, named De Legrois. 
He had occupied the same cell with General Beanhamaig 
and had found the package and the letter, addressed to 
the dnchess, in his pocket on the morning of the execo- 
tion of the general. 

* This Bcene ia exactly as represented bf the Uarqnise de CiSqui, 
who was prasent Mud relat«8 it In hu memcdni, toL tL, p^ S88L 
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Id this letter the general conjored Dncheas D'Aq- 
ville to deliver to Jofiephine the paokago which oon- 
tftioed his hair and hJB last adieus to wife and children. 

This was the only inheritance which Oeneral Bean- 
ham^e could bequeath to his Josephine and her nnliappj 
children I 

Josephine was so agitated by the eight of her hus- 
band's hair and his last fond wordb of adieu, that she 
fainted away, a stream of blood gushing from her mouth. 

Her companions in misfortune vied with each other 
in giving her the most tender attention, and demanded of 
the jailer that a physician should be called. 

" Why a physician ! " said the man, indiSerently. 
" Death is the beet physician. He called the general to- 
day ; in a few days he will restore to him his wife." 

This prophecy was almost verified. Josephine, scarce- 
ly recovered from her illness, received her citation from 
the Tribunal of Terror. This was the herald of certain 
death, and she courageously prepared for the grave, 
trooWed only by thoughts of the children she must leave 
behind. 

A fortunate and unforeseen occurrence saved her. 
The men of the revolution had now attained the summit 
of their power, and, as there was no standing still for them, 
they sant into the abyss which themselves had digged. 

The fall of Bobeepierre opened the prisons and set at 
liberty thousands of the already condemned victims of 
the revolution. 

YiscoontesB Josephine left her prison; she was re- 
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stored to liberty, and could now hasten to her children, 
but she came back to them as a poor widow, for the 
sealB of the " one and indivieible republic " were on hers 
and her children's property as well as on that of all other 
aristocrats. 



CHAPTER ni. 

00N8BQUBN0Efl OF THE KEVOLTTnOS. 

Fkakoe drew a breath of relief ; the Reign of Terror 
was at an end, and a milder and more moderate govern- 
ment wielded the sceptre over the poor land that had so 
lately lain in the agonies of death. It was no longer a 
capital offence to bear an aristocratic name, to be better 
dressed than the sons-culottes, to wear no Jacobin-cap, 
and to be related to the emigrants. The guillotine, which 
had ruled over Paris during two years of blood and 
tears, now rested from its horrid work, and allowed the 
Parisians to think of something else besides making their 
wills and preparing for death. 

Mindful of the uncertainty of the times, the people 
were disposed to make the most of this release from the 
fear of immediate death, and to enjoy themselves to the 
utmost while they could. 

They had so long wept, that they eagerly desired to 
laugh once more ; so long lived in sorrow and fear, that 
tliey now ardently longed for amusement and relaxation. 
The beautiful women of Paris, who had been dethroned 



CONSEQUENCES Off THE REVOLUTION. 23 

hy the guillotine, and from whose hands the reins had 
been torn, now found the courage to grasp these reins 
t^ain, and reconquer the position from which the storm- 
wind of the revolution had hurled them. 

Madame Talhen, the all-powerfnl wife of one of the 
five directors who now swayed the destinies of France ; 
Madame R^camier, the friend of all the eminent and dis- 
tinguished men of that period ; and Madame de Stael, 
the danghter of Keeker, and the wife of the ambaeeador 
of Sweden, whose government had recognized the ra 
public — these three ladies gave to Paris its drawing- 
rooms, its reunions, itsj^ei^, its fashions, and its luxury. 
All Paris had assumed a new form, and, although tha 
Church had not yet again obtained official recognition, 
the belief in a Supreme Being was already re-established. 
Kobespierre had already been hold enough to cause the 
inscription, " There is a Supreme Being," to be placed 
over the altars of the churches that had been converted 
into "Temples of Reason." Yes, there is a Supreme 
Being ; and Robespierre, who had first acknowledged its 
existence, was soon to experience in himself that such 
was the case. Betrayed by his own associates, and 
charged by them with desiring to maie himself dictator, 
and place himself at the head of the new Roman-French 
Republic as a new Ctesar, Robespierre fell a prey to the 
Tribunal of Terror which he himself had called into ex- 
istence. While engaged in the H5tel de Ville in signing 
death-sentences which were to furnish fresh victims to 

the guillotine, he was arrested by the Jacobins apd So- 
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tional G-nards, vbo had stormed the gates and penetrated 
into the bnilding, and the attempt to blow out hie braine 
with his pistol miBcarried. Bleeding, hie jaw ehattered 
by the bullet, he was dragged before Fonquier-TaioYille 
to receive his sentence, and to be conducted thence to the 
scaffold. In order that the proceeding should be attended 
with all formahties, he was, however, first condncted to 
the Tuileries, where the Committee of Public Safety was 
then sitting in the chamber of Qneen Marie Antoinette. 
Into the bedchamber of the qneen whom Bobespierre 
had brought to the scaffold, the bleeding, half-lifeless 
dictator was now dragged. Like a bundle of rags he was 
contemptaonsly thrown on the large table that stood in 
the middle of the room. But yesterday Bobespierre had 
been enthroned at this table as almighty ruler over the 
lives and poesessions of all Frenchmen ; but yesterday he 
had here issued his decrees and signed the death^sen- 
fences, diat lay on the table, unexecuted. These papers 
were now the only salve the ghastly, groaning man could 
apply to the wound in his face, from which blood poured 
in streams. The death-sentences signed by himself now 
drank his own blood, and he had nothing but a rag of a 
tricolor, thrown him by a compassionate sems-cnlotte, 
with which to bind up the great, gaping wound on his 
head. As he sat there in the midst of the blood-satorated 
papers, bleeding, groaning, and complaining, an old Na- 
tional Guard, with ontetretohed arms, pointing to this 
ghastly object, cried ; " Yes, Eobeapierre was right 
There is a Supreme Being [ " 
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This period of blood and terror was now over ; Eobee- 
{derre was dead ; Th6roign« de M^ricoart wae no longer 
the Goddess of Beaaon, and Mademoiselle Msillard no 
longer Goddess of Liberty and Yirtoe. 'Women bad 
given np repr^enting divinities, and desired to be them- 
eelvea again, and to rebuild in the drawing-rooms of the 
capital, by means of their intellect and grace, the throne 
which had gone down in the revolution. 

Madame Tallien, Madame E^camier, and Madame de 
Stael, reorganized society, and all were anxious to obtain 
admissioa to their parlors. To be Bure, these entertain- 
ments and reunions still wore a sufficiently strange and 
fantastic appearance. Fashion, which had so long been 
compelled to give way to the carmagnole and red cap, 
endeavored to avenge its long banishment by all manner 
of caprices and humors, and in doiug so assumed a polit- 
ical, reactionary aspect. Coiffures d la Jacobine were 
now supplanted by coiffwres a la victims and au repenfir. 
In order to exhibit one's taste for the fine arts, the draper- 
ies of the statues of Greece and ancient Rome were now 
worn. Grecian fetes were given, at which the black 
Boup of Lycurgus was duly honored, and Roman feasts 
whidi, in splendor and extravagance, ri\'alied those of 
LncuUns. These Roman feasts were particularly in 
vogue at the palace of Luxembourg, where the directors 
of the repablie had now taken up their residence, and 
where Madame Tallien exliibitcd to the new French so- 
ciety the new wonders of luxury and fashion. Too 
^ood to wear the generally-adopted costume of the Ore- 
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cian republic, Madame Tallien chose the attire of &e 
KomaQ patrician lady ; and the gold-embroidered purple 
robeB, and the golden tiara in her black, shining hair, 
gave to the charming and beautifnl daughter of the re- 
public the magnificence of an empress. She had also 
dmwn aronnd her a splendid court. All eagerlj pressed 
forward to pa; their respecte to and obtain the good 
will of the mighty wife of the mighty Tallien. Her 
house was the great point of attraction to all those who 
occufded prominent positions in Paris, or aspired to such. 
While in the parlors of Madame B^mier, who, despite 
the revolution, had remained a zealous royalist, the past 
and Hie good time of the Bourbons were whispered of, 
and witty and often sanguinary ion mots at the expense 
of the republic uttered — while in Madame de Steel's par- 
lors art and science had found an asylum — ^Madame Tal- 
lien and court lived for the present, and basked in the 
splendor with which she knew how to invest the palace 
of the dictators of France. 

In the mean while, Yiscountess Joeephine Beauhar- 
nais had been living, with her children, in quiet retire- 
ment, a prey to sad memories. A day came, however, 
when she was compelled to tear herself from this last 
consolation of the unhappy, the brooding over the sor- 
rows and losses of the past, or see her children become 
the victims of misery and want. The time had come 
when she must leave her retirement, and step, as a peti- 
tioner, before those who had the power to grant, as a 
favor, that which was hers by right, and restore to her, at 
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least in part, her Beqneetered estate. Josephine bad 
known Madame Talhen when she was still Madame de 
Fontenay, and it now occurred to her that she might 
assist her in her attempt to recover the inheritance off 
her father. Madame Talhen, the " Merveillense de Lnx~ 
embonrg," also called by her admirers, " Notre-dame de 
Thennidor," felt mnch flattered at being called on by a 
real viscoantesB, who had filled a dietiuguiehed position 
at tlie conrt of King Louis. She therefore received her 
with great amiability, and endeavored to make the 
charming and beautiful viscountesB her friend. But 
Josephine found that estates were more easily lost than 
recovered. The republic, one and indivisible, was always 
ready to take, but not to give ; and, even with the kindly 
offices of Madame TaUien freely exerted in her behalf, it 
was some time before Josephine succeeded in recovering 
her estate. In the mean time, she really suffered want, and 
she and her children were compelled to bear tlie hard- 
ships and mortifications which poverty brings in its 
train. But true friends still remained to her in her mis- 
ery ; friends who, with true delicacy, furnished her with 
the prime necessities of life — with food and clothing for 
herself and children. In general, it was characteristic of 
this period that no one felt Immiliatcd by accepting bene- 
fits of this kind from his friends. Those who had lost 
all had not done so through their own fault ; and those 
who had saved their property out of the general wreck 
could not attribute their fortune to their own merit or 
wisdom, but merely to eliance. They therefore consid- 
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ered it a sacred duty to divide with those who had 'b^ia 
lees fortuiiat«; and the latter would point with pride 
to the poverty which proved that they had been true to 
themselves and principle, and accept what friendship 
offered. This was the result of a kind of community 
of property, to which the revolution had given birth. 
Those who had posseBsidns considered it their duty to 
divide with those who had not, and the latter regarded 
this division rather as a right than as a benefit conferred. 
Josephine conld, therefore, accept the assistance of 
her friends without blnahing ; she could, with propriety, 
allow HadEime de Montmoria to provide for the ward- 
robe of herself and daughter; and she and Hortense 
could accept the invitation of Madame Dnmoulin to dine 
with her twice a week. There, at Madame Dumoulin's, 
were assembled, on certain days, a number of friends, 
who had been robbed of their fortunes by the storms of 
the revolution. Madame Dumonlin, the wife of a rich 
army-contractor, gave these dinners to her friends, but 
each guest was expected to bring with him his own 
white-bread. White-bread waa, at that time, considered 
one of the greatest dainties ; for, there being a scarcity 
of grain, a law had been proclwmed allotting to each sec- 
tion of Paris a certain amount of bread, and providing 
that no individual should be entitled to purchase more 
than two ounces daily. It had, therefore, become the 
general custom to add the following to all invitations : 
"Ton are requested to bring your white bread with 
ypUt*' fof the reason that no more than the allotted two 
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otmces coiild be had for money, and that amoimt COBt 
the pnrohaeer dearly.* Josephine, however, had not 
even the money to buy the portion allowed her by law. 
An exception to this rule was, however, made in favor 
of Josephine and Hortense ; and at Madame DumonHn's 
dinners the hostess always provided white bread for 
them, and for them alone of all her gnests. Yiaconnteas 
BeanhamaiB was soon, however, to be freed from this 
want. One day when she had been invited bj Madame 
Tallien to dinner, and had walked to the palace with 
Hortense, Tallien informed her that the government had 
favorably considered her petition, and was willing to 
make some coocessions to the widow of a tme patriot 
who had sealed his devotion to principle with his blood ; 
that he had procured an ordinance from the administra- 
tion of domains, pnrenant to which the seals were at once 
to be removed from her fnmitDre and other personal 
property, and that the repabHc had remitted to her, 
through him, an order on the treasury for her relief, 
until the seqcestratiou of her landed estates should be 
annulled, which he expected would soon take place. 

Josephine found no words in which to express her 
thanks. She pressed her daughter to her heart and cried 
out, her face bathed in tears : " We shall at last be 
happy 1 My children shall no longer suffer want 1 " 
This time the tears Josephine shed were tears of joy, the 
first in long years. 

* M&uoiTea de Uoiudeor de Boorrlenne snr Napoleon, eto^ voL i, 
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Care and want were now over. JoBephine could now 
give her children an education suitable to their rank; 
she oonld now once more assnme the position in society 
to which her beauty, youth, amiability, and name entitled 
her. She no longer came to Madame Tallien'B parlor as 
a suppliant, she was now its ornament, and all were 
eager to do homage to the adored friend of Madame 
Tallien, to tihe beautiful and charming TiBConnteas. Bat' 
Josephine preferred the quiet bliss of home-life in the 
circle of her children to the brilhant life of society ; she 
gradually withdrew from the noisy cirolea of the OQter 
world, in order that she might, in peaceful retirement, 
devote herself to the cultivation of the hearts and minds 
of her promising children. 

Eugene wae now a youth of sixteen years, and, as hia 
personal security no longer required him to deny his 
name and rank, he had left his master's carpenter-shop, 
and laid aside his blouse. He was preparing himself for 
military service under the instruction of excellent teach- 
ers, whom he astonished by his zeal and rare powers of 
comprehension. The mihtary renown and heroic deeds 
of France filled him with enthusiasm ; and one day, while 
speaking with his teacher of the deeds of Turenne, En- 
gene exclaimed with sparkling eyes and glowing counte- 
nance : "1 too will become a gallant general, some day I " 

Hortenee, now a girl of twelve years, lived with her 
mother, who was scarcely thirty years old, in the sweet 
companionship of an elder and younger sister. They 
were inseparable companions} Nature had fdven Hor> 
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tenfie beanty with a IsviBh hand ; her mother gave to this 
beauty grace aod dignity. Competent teachers ioBtmcted 
her daughter's intellect, while the mother cultivated her 
heart Early accoBtomed to care and want, this child had 
not the giddy, thoughtlcBB disposition nsnally character- 
istic of girls of her age. She had too early gained an in- 
sight into the nncertainty and emptinesB of all earthly mag- 
nificence, not to appreciate the littleness of thoee things 
apoa which yonng girls neually place bo high an estimate. 
Her thoughts were not occupied with the adornment of 
her person, and she did not bend her young head be- 
neath the yoke of capricious fashion : for her, there were 
higher and nobler enjoyments, and Horteuse was never 
happier than when her mother dispensed with her attend- 
ance at the entertainments at the house of Madame Tallien 
or Madame Earras, and permitted her to remain at home, ' 
to amuse herself wi& her books and harp in a better and 
more useful, if not in a more agreeable manner, than she 
conld have done in the brilliant parlors to which her 
mother had repaired. Early niatured in the school of 
experience and suffering, the girl of twelve had acquired 
a womanly earnestness and resolution, and yet her noble 
and chaste features still wore the impress of childhood, 
and in her large bine eyes reposed a whole heaven of 
innocence and peace. Wben she sat with her harp at 
the window in the evening twilight, the last rays of the 
setting sun gilding her sweet countenance, and surround- 
ing as with a halo her beautiful blond hair, Josephine 
imagined she saw before her one of those angel-forms of 
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innocence and love -which the poet and painter portnj. 
In ft kind of trance she listened to the Bveet eoimds tad 
melodies which HortenBe lured from her harp, and ac- 
companied with the Bilverj tones of her voice, in words 
composed by herself, half -childish prayer, half rhapsody 
of lore, and revealing the most secret thotights of the 
fair yoang being who stood on the threshold of woman- 
hood, bidding adien to childhood with a blisef ol smile, 
and dreiuning of the f atore. 



OHAPTER IV. 

QENBBAL BUONAPABTE. 

Whilb Josephine de Beaohamais, after the trials of 
these long and stormy years, was enjoying blissfol days 
of qniet happiness and repose, the gusts of revolntion 
kept bursting forth from time to time in fits of fnry, and 
tranqaillity continued far from being permanently re- 
stored. The clubs, those hot-beds of the revolution, still 
exercised their pestilential inflaenee over the populace of 
Paris, and stirred the rude masses incessantly to fresh 
paroxysms of discontent and disorder. 

But already the man had been found who was to 
crash those wild masses in his iron grasp, and dash the 
speakers of the clubs down into the dnst with the flash- 
ing master-glance of his resistless eye. 

That man was Naooleon Buonaparte. He was hardly 
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twen^'Dine years of age, yet already all France -wm talk- 
ing of faim as a hero crowned with korels, already had 
he trodden a brilliant career of victory. Ab cominander 
of a battalion he had performed prodi§^ of valor at the 
recapture of Toalon ; and- then, after being promoted to 
the rank of general, bad gone to the army in Italy on be- 
half of the republic. Bedecked with die laurels of his 
Italian campaign, the. young general of five-and-twenty 
had returned to France. There, the government, being 
Btill hostile and ill-disposed toward him, wished to re- 
more him from Paris, and send him to La Yend^ as a 
brigadier-general Buonaparte declined this mission, be- 
cause he preferred remaining in the artillery Bervice, and, 
for that reason, the government of the republic relieved 
him of his dnties and put him on half-pay. 

So, Buonaparte remuned in Paris and waited. He 
waited for the brilliant star that was soon to climb the 
finnament for him, and shed the fulness of its rays over 
the whole world. Perhaps, the secret voices which whis- 
pered in his breast of a dazzUng future, and a fobnlons 
career of military glory, had already announced the rising - 
of his star. 

So Buonaparte lived on in Paris, and waited. He 
there passed quiet, retired, and inactive days, associating 
with a few devoted friends only, who aided him, with 
delicate tact, in his restricted circumstances. For Buona- 
parte was poor ; he had lost his limited means in the tem- 
pests of the revolution, and all that he possessed consisted 
of the laorela he had won on the battle-field, and his half 
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pay as a brigadier-generd. But, like the Yiscotintess 
de Beanhamaie, Napoleon had some true friends who 
deemed it an honor to receive him as a guest at their 
table, and also, like Josephine, he was too poor to bring 
his wheaten loaf with him to the dinners that he at- 
tended, as was then the prevailing custom. He often 
dined, in company with his brother Louis, at the house 
of his boyhood's friend Bourrienne, and his future secre- 
tary wae at that time still his host, favored of the gods. 
The yonng general, instead of, like his brother, bringing 
his wheaten loaf, brought only his ration, which was rye- 
bread, and this he always abandoned to Lis brother Louis, 
who was very fond of it, while Madame Bourrienne took 
care that he should invariably find his supply of white- 
bread at his plate. She had managed to get some flour 
smuggled into Paris from her husband's estate, and had 
white-bread made of it secretly, at the pastry-cook's. 
Had this been discovered, it would inevitably have pre- 
pared the way for all of them to the scaffold. 

Thus, then, young General Buonaparte, or, as he sub- 
sequently wrote the name himself, " Bonaparte," passed 
quiet days of expectation, hoping that, should the exist- 
ing government, so hostile to him, be suppressed by an- 
other, his wishes might be at last fulfilled. These wishes 
were, by the way, of a rather unpretending character. 
"If I could only live here quietly, at Paris," he once 
remarked to his friend Bourrienne, " and rent that pretty 
little house yondei-, opposite to my friends, and keep a 
carriage l)eaiGe8, 1 should be the happiest of men I " 
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He WttB quite serionsly entertaining the idea of rent- 
ing the " pretty little honae " in common with liia ancle 
Fesch, afterward the cardinal, when the important events 
that soon shook Paris ouce more prevented him, and the 
famons 13th YendSmiaire, t7dS, again summoned the 
yonng general away from his meditations to stern prac- 
tical activity. It was on that day, the 13th Yend^miaire 
(October 5th), that there came the ontbnrst of the storm, 
the subterranean rumblings of which had been so long 
perceptible. The sections of Paris rose against the Na- 
tional Convention which had given France a new consti- 
tution, and so fixed it that two thirds of the members of 
the Convention should reappear in the new legislative 
body. The sections of Paris, however, were prepared to 
accept the new constitution only when it provided that 
the legislative body should spring from fresh elections 
entirely. The Convention, thus assailed in its ambitious 
hankering for power, was resolved to stand its ground, 
and called upon the representatives who commanded the 
armed forces, to defend the republic of their creation. 
Barrae was appointed the first general commanding the 
Army of the Interior, and Bonaparte the second. It was 
not long before a ferocious conflict broke out in the 
streets between the army and the insurgent sections. At 
that time the populace were not always so ready, as they 
have been since then, to tear np the pavements for barri- 
cades, and the revolters, put to flight by the terrible fire 
and the fierce onset of the artillery, made the Chureh of 
St. Boch and the Palais !Royal their defensive points : bat 
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they were drivea from them also ; the struggle in the 
streets recommenced, and etreamg of blood bad to floT 
ere it vu over. 

After the lapse of two days order was restored, and 
Barrae declared to the trimuphaQt National ConventioTt 
that the victory over the insurgents was chiefly dae to 
the comprehensive and gallant condact of Q^oeral Bona- 
parte. 

The National Convention, as a token of gratitude, 
conferred upon the latter the permanent position of sec- 
ond general of the Army of the Interior, which had been 
allotted to him temporarily, only on the day of peril. 
From that moment, Bonaparte emerged from obscnrity ; 
his name had risen above the horizon I 

He now had a positioD, and he conld better compre- 
hend the whiepering voices that saog within his bosom 
the proad, triumphant song of his future career. He 
was now already coDecions that be had a shining goal be- 
fore his gaze — a goal to which he dared not yet assign a 
title, that flitted abont him like a dazzling fairy tale, and 
which he swore to make reality at last. 

One day, there came to the headquarters of the young 
general-in-chief a young man who very pressingly asked 
to see him. Bonaparte had him admitted, and the dig^ 
nified form, the courageons, fiery glance, the noble, hand- 
some countenance of the stranger, at once prepossessed 
him in the young man's favor, and he forthwith ques- 
tioned him in gentle, friendly tones, concerning the object 
of his visit. 
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" G«Beral/' Bud the joting man, " my came is Etigute 
SeatiharQaia, and I have served the republic on the Bbioa. 
My father waa denonnced before the Committee of Pub. 
lie Safety as a suspect, and given over to the BeTolntioQ- 
ary Tribnnal, who had him mordered, three days befoN 
the fall of Eobespierre." 

" Murdered t " exclaimed Bonaparte, in threatening 
tones. 

"YfiB, general, mnrdered ! " repeated . Eugene, with 
resolotion. " I come now to recjnest, in the name of mj 
mother, that yon will have the kindness to bring your in- 
floence to bear upon the committee, to induce them to 
give me back my father's Bword. I will faithfully use it 
in fighting l^e enemies of my country and defending the 
cause of the republic." 

These proud and noble worda called up a gentle, 
kindly smile to the stem, pale face of the yomig general, 
and the fiery flash of his eyeg grew softer. 

" Gkiod I young man, very good I " he said. " I like 
this spirit, and this filial tenderness. The sword of your 
father — the sword of General Beanhamais — shall be re- 
stored to yon. Wait I '* 

"With this, he called one of hia adjutants, and gave 
him the necessary commands. A short time only had 
elapsed, when the adjutant returned, bringing with hiu 
the sword of General Beanhamais, 

Bonaparte himself handed It to Engene. The young 
man, overwhelmed with strong emotion, pressed the 
weapon — the sole, dear possession of his father — to hi» 
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lipe and to hie heart, aad tears of sacred emotion etarted 
into his eyes. 

Instantly the general stepped to his side, and his slen- 
der white hand, which knew eo well how to wield the 
sword, and yet was as soft, as delicate, and as trans- 
parent as Hie hand of a duchess, rested lightly on En- 
gene's shoulder. 

" My young friend," said he, in that gentle tone which 
won all hearts .to him, " I should be very happy could I 
do anything for you or your family," 

Eugene gazed at him with an expression of childish 
amazement. " Good general ! " he managed to say ; " then 
mamma and my sister will pray for you." 

This ingenuousness made the general smile ; and, 
with a friendly nod, he desired Eugene to offer his 
respects to his mother, and to call upon him soon 

This meeting of Eugene and General Bonaparte was 
the conmiencement of the acquaintanceship between 
Bonaparte and Josephine. The sword of the guillotined 
General Beauharnais placed an imperial crown upon the 
head of his widow, and adorned the brows of his son and 
his daughter with royal diadems. 
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THE UABBIAGE. 

A FEW days after this interview between Bonaparte 
and Eugene, Joeephine met Bonaparte at one of ihe 
brilliant soirees given bj Sarraa, tbe firBt general-in-chief . 
8be aeked Barrae to introduce her to the young general, 
and then, in her UBiial frank manner, ntterlj the opponite 
of all prudery, yet none the less delicate and decorous, 
extending ber band to Bonaparte, she thanked him, with 
the tender warmth of a mother, for the friendliness and 
kindness he had manifested to her son. 

The general looked with wondering admiration at this 
young and beautiful woman, who claimed to be the 
mother of a lad grown up to manhood. Her enchanting 
face beamed with youth and beauty, and a sea of warmth 
and passion streamed from her large, dark eyes, while the 
gentle, love-enticing smile that played around ber month 
revealed the tender feminine gentleness and amiability of 
her disposition. Bonaparte had never mastered the art 
of flattering women in the light, frivolous style of Hie 
&fihionabIe coxcomb ; and when he attempted it his com- 
pliments were frequently of so unuBual and startling a 
character that they might jnst as well contain an affront 
as a tribnte of eulogy. 

" Ab I ah I How striking that looks I " he once said, 
while be was emperor, to the charming Duchess de Chev 
"eaee. " What remarkable red hair you have 1 " _, 
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" Possibly BO, sire," she replied, " bnt tbis is the first 
time that b man ever told me so." 

And the duchess was right ; for her hair was not red, 
bnt of a Tery handsome blond.* 

To anothw l^dj, whose roimd, white arms pleased 
him, he once said : " Ah, good Heavens, what red aims 
yoa have ) " Then, again, to another : " What beantifiil 
hair yon have ; bat what an ngly headrdress that is I 
Who could have put it op for you in such ridicnlonB 
style?" 

Bonaparte, as I have said, did not know how to compli- 
ment women with words ; bnt Josephine well nnderetood 
the flattering language tiiat his eyes addressed to her. 
She knew that ahe had, in that very hour, conquered the 
bold yonng Hon, and ehe felt prond and happy at the 
thought; for the unuBoally imposing appearance of the 
yonng hero had awakened her own heart, which she had 
thooght was dead, to livelier palpitations. ^ 

From that time forth they saw each other more fre- 
quently, and, ere long, Josephine heard from Bonaparte's 
own lips the glowing confeesion of his love. She recip- 
rocated it, and promised him her hand. In vain her 
powerfnl friends, Tallien uid Barraa, endeavored to dig- 
soade her from marrying this young, penniless general ; 
in vain did they remind her that be might be killed in 
the very next battle, and that she might thns agMi b» 

* The DacheEB de CheTreuse was shortly afterward banished to 
Toon, because die ref used to serre as a lady ot honor to the Qawn of 
Spilii. 
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kft a reduced vidow. JoBephine ehook her bandBome 
curls, vith a peculiar emile. Perhaps eke was thinking 
of the prophecy of the n^iresB at Martiaic|ae ; perhaps 
she had read in the fiery glances of Bonaparte^s eye, and 
on his broad, thoughtful brow, that he might be the very 
man to bring that prophecy to its consummation ; per- 
haps she loved him ardently enongh to prefer an homble 
lot, when shared with him, to any richer or more brilliant 
Alliance. The representations of her friends did not 
frighten her away, and she renuuned firm in her deter- 
mination to become the wife of the young general, poor 
as he was. Their wedding-day was fixed, and both has- 
tened with joyous impatience to make their modest litUe 
preparations for their new housekeeping eBtabliehment 
Yet Bonaparte had not been able to complete his dream 
of happiness ; he possessed neither boose nor carriage, 
and Josephiiie, too, was without an equipage. 

Thns both of them often had to content themselvM 
with going on foot through the streets, and it may be 
that, in this halcyon period of their felicity, they re- 
garded the circumstance rather as a favor than as a scurvy 
trick of Fortune. Their tender and confidential com- 
munications were not disturbed by the loud rattle of the 
wheels, and they were not obliged to interrupt their 
sweet interchange of sentiment while getting into and 
out of a vehicle. Arm-in-arm, they strolled together 
along the promenades, he smiling proudly when the 
paeeers-by broke oat in spontaneous exclamationB of de- 
light at Josephine's beauty, and she happy and exnltant 
* i,.Goot^le 
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as she overheard the whispered admiration and i 
with which the midtitade everywhere greeted Bonaparte, 
as she pressed with the general through the throng. 

One day, Bonaparte accompanied the viBcoantese on a 
visit to Eagideau, the emallest man bnt the gteatrat law- 
yer in Paris. He had been the bneiness attorney of the 
Beanharnais family for a long time, and Josephine now 
wished to withdraw from his hands, for her own dis- 
posal, a sum of money belonging to her that had been 
deposited with him. Bonaparte remained in the ante- 
room while Josephine went into the adjoining apartment, 
which was Kagideau's office. 

" I have come to tell you that I am going to marry 
again," said Josephine, with her winning smile, to Bagi- 
deau. 

The little attorney gave a friendly nod, as he replied : 
" You do well, and I congratulate yon with all my heart, 
viscountess, for I am satisfied that you have made no 
other than a worthy choice." 

"Undoubtedly, a very worthy choice," exclaimed 
Josephine, with the proud and happy look of a person 
really in love. "My future husband is General Bona- 
parte!" 

The little great man (of a lawyer) fairly started with 
alarm. " How ? " said he, " Yon I — the Yiscountess Beaa- 
hamais, you — marry this little General Bonaparte, this 
general of the republic, which has already deposed him 
once, and may depose him again to-morrow, and throw 
him back into insignificance'! " 
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Joaephine'B only reply was this ; " I love him." 

"Yes, ;oa love him, dow," exclaimed iRsgideaa, 
warmly. " Bnt yoa are wrong in marrying him, and you 
will, one day, me it Yoa are committing a folly^ vis- 
countess, for yoa want to marry a man who has nothing 
bat his hat and his sword." 

" Bat who also has a future," said Josephine, gayly, 
and then, tnrmag the conversation, she began to speak of 
the practical matters that had brought her thither. 

When her bosiness with the notary had been eon- 
clnded, Josephine returned to the anteroom where Bona- 
parte was waiting for her. He came, smiling, to meet 
her, but, at the same moment, he gave the notary, who 
was with her, so fierce and wrathful a glance that the 
latter shrank back in consternation. Josephine also re- 
marked that Bonaparte's countenance was paler that 
day than asaal, and that he was leas communicative and 
leas disposed to phat with her ; but she had already 
learned that it was not advisable to question him as to 
the canse of his different moods. So, she kept silent on 
that score, and her cheerfulness and amiability soon 
drove away the clouds that had obscured the general's 
brow. 

The nuptials of Bonaparte and Josephine followed, 
on the 9th of March, 1796, and the witness^, besides 
Eugene and Hortense, Josephine's children, were Barras, 
Jean Lemarois, Tallien, Calmelet, and Leelerq. The 
marriage-contract contained, along with the absolutely 
requisite facts of the case, a very pleasant piece of flat- 
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tery for Joaephine, gince, in order to establish an equality 
of ages between the two parties, Bonaparte had him- 
Belf ptit down a ;ear older, and JosephiDe four years 
younger, than they really were. Bonaparte was not, as 
the contract ata^^s, bom on the 5th of February, 1768, 
but on the 15tb of August, 1769 ; and Josephine not, aa 
the document represents, on the 23d of July, 1767, but 
on the 23d of June, 1763.* 

Josephine acknowledged tliis gallant act of her young 
spouse in queenly fashion, for she brought him, as her 
wedding-gift, his appointment to the command of the 
Italian army, which Barras and TalHen had granted to 
her, at her own request. 

But, before the young bridegroom repaired to hiB 
new scene of activity, there to win fresh laurels and re- 
nown, he passed a few happy weeks with his lovely wife 
and his new family, in the small residence in the Hue 
Chautereine, which he had purchased a short time before 
his marriage, and which Josephine had fitted up with 
that elevated and reiined good taste that had always 
distinguished her. 

One-half of Bonaparte's darling wish was at length 
fuliilled. He had his house, which was large enough to 
receive his friends. There was now only a carriage to 
be procured in order to make tlie general the " happiest 
of men." 

But, as the wishes of men always aspire still farther 
the farther they advance, Bonaparte was no longer oon- 
• Bourriennp, yol. i, p. 850. 
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tent with the poeeeBsion of a small hoTiee in Paris. He 
now wanted an establishment in the country also. 

" Look me up a little place in your beautifnl vaUej 
of the Tonne," he wrote about this time to Bonrrienne, 
who was then hving on his property near Sens ; " and as 
Boon ae I get the money, I will bay it Then I will re- 
tire to it. Now, don't forget that I do not want any of 
the national domains." * 

Ab for the carriage, the peace of Campo Formio 
brought the victorious Oeneral Bonaparte a magnificent 
team of six gray horses, which was a present to.the gen- 
eral of the French Kepnblic from the Emperor of Aus- 
tria, who did not dream that, scarcely ten years later, he 
would hare him for a son-in-law. 

These superb grays, however, were — excepting the 
laurels of Areola, Ku^ngo, and Mantua, the only spoils 
of war that Bonaparte brought back with him from his 
famous Italian campaign — the only gift which the gesDr 
eral had not refused to accept. 

It is tme that the six grays could not be very conven- 
iently bitched to a simple private carriage, bnt they had 
an imposing look attached to the gilded coach of state in 
which, a year later, the first consul made his solemn entiy 
into the Tnileries. 

* BooTTienne, toI, i, p. 108. 



rihyGoo^le 



QUEBN HORTENSB. 



CHAPTER Tl 



BOHAFABTB IS ITAIT. 



J08EPHIHE, now tlie wife of Qeneral Bonaparte, had 
but a few weeks in which to enjoy her new happiness, 
and then remained alone in Parie, doubly desolate, be- 
cause she had to be separated, not only from her hda- 
band, but from her children. Eugene accompanied his 
young Btep-fatber to Italy, and Hortense went as a pupil 
to Madame Campan'a boarding-school. The former, lady- 
iu-waitiDg to Qaeen Marie Antoinette, had, at that time, 
opened an establishment for the education of young 
ladies, at St. Germain, and the greatest and most emi- 
nent families of newly - republicanized France liked to 
send their daughters to it, so that they might learn from 
the former court-lady the refined style and manners of 
old royalist times. 

Hortense was, therefore, sent to that boarding-school, 
and there, in the society of her new Aunt Caroline — the 
sister of Bonaparte, and afterward Queen of Naples — and 
the young Countess Stephanie Beauhamais, her cousin, 
passed a few happy years of work, of varied study, and 
of youthful maiden-dreams. 

Hortense devoted herself with iron diligence, and nn- 
tiring enthusiasm, to her studies, which consisted, not 
only in the acquisition of languages, in mn^c, and draw- 
ing, history and geography, but still more in the master- 
ing the so-called b<m ton and that aristocratic eeeeoir vivre 
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of which Madame Campan was a very model. While 
Hortenee was thna receiving iiiBtrnction on the harp from 
the celebrated Alvimara, in painting from leabey, dancing 
from Coulon, and singing from Lambert, and was playing 
on the Btage of the amateur theatre at the boarding-school 
the parts of heroines and lady-loves ; while she was par- 
ticipatdng in tihe balls and concerts that Madame Campan 
gave, in order to show ofE the talent of her pupils to the 
friends she invited ; while, in a word, Hortense was thns 
being trained np to the accomplishments of a distin- 
goished woman of the world, she did not dream how 
nsefnl all these little details, so trivial, apparently, at the 
time, would one day be to her, and how good a thing it 
was that she had learned to play parts at Madame Cam- 
pan's, and to appear in society as a great lady. 

Meanwhile, Josephine was paasing days of gratified 
pride and exulting triumph at Paris, for the star of her 
hero was ascending, brighter and brighter in its eSnl- 
gence, above the horizon ; the name of Bon^pai^ was 
echoing in louder and louder volume tlirough the world, 
and filling all Europe with a sort of awe-inspired fear 
and trembling, as the sea becomes agitated when the sun 
b^ns to rise. Yictory after victory came joyfully her- 
alded from Italy, as ancient states fell beneath the iron 
tread ^of the victor, and new ones sprang into being. The 
splendid old Kfepublic of Venice, once the terror of the 
whole world, the victorious Queen of the Adriatic, had to 
bow her haughty head, and her diadem fell in fragments 
at the feet of her triumphant conqueror. The lion of 
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8t. Mark's no longer made mankind tremble at his angiy 
roar, and the slender monumental pillara on the Piazzetta 
were all that remained to the shattered and fallen Tene- 
tian Bepublic of her conqueBts in Candia, CypniB, and 
the Morea. But, from the dust and ashes of the old com- 
monwealth, there arose, at Bonaparte's command, & new 
state, tlie Ciealpine Eepublic, as a new and jonthful 
danghter of the French Kepnblic ; and, when the last 
Doge of Venice, Luigi Manin, laid his peaked crown at 
the feet of Bonaparte, and then fainted away, another 
Venetian, Dandolo, the son of a family that bad given 
Venice the greatest and most celebrated of her doges, 
stepped to the front at the liead of the new republic — 
that Dandolo of whom Bonaparte had said that he was 
" a man." 

" Good God 1 " exclaimed Bonaparte one day to Bour- 
rienne, " how seldom one meets men in the world ! In 
Italy there are eighteen millions of inhabitants, but I 
have found only two inm, among them all — Dandolo and 
Melzi." * 

But, while Bonaparte was despairing of men, in the 
very midst of his victories, he cherished the warmest, 
most impassioned love for his wife, to wliom he almost 
daily wrote the tcndcrest and most ardent letters, the 
answers to wliich he awaited with the most impatient 
longing. 

Josephine's letters formed the sole exception to a very 
I and singular system tliat Bonajmrte had adopted 
* Bouirienne, toI. i, p. 139. 
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during a part of his campaign in Italy. This was to leave 
all written commnnicatiooB, excepting sTich as came to 
him by special couriers, nnread for three weeks. He 
threw them all into a lai^ basket, and opened them ooly 
on the twenty-first day thereafter. Still, General Bona- 
parte was more considerate than Cardinal Dubois, who 
immediately consigned aU the communications he re- 
ceived to the flames, iinread, and — while the fire on his 
hearth was consuming the paper on which, perchance, 
was written the despairing appeal of a mother, imploring 
pardon for her son ; of a diecouBolate wife, beseeching 
pity for her husband ; or the application of an ambitious 
statesman, desiring promotion — would point to them with 
a sardonic smile, and say, " There's my correspondence ! " 
Bonaparte, at least, gave the letters a perusal, three weeks 
after they reached him, indeed ; but those three weeks 
saved him and his secretary, Eourrienne, much time and 
■ labor, for, when they finally went to work on tliem, time 
and circumstances had already disposed of four fif tlis of 
them, and thus only one fifth required answers — a result 
that made Bonaparte laugh heartily, and filled liim with 
justifiable pride in what he termed his " happy idea." 

Josephine's letters, however, had not an hour or a 
minute to wait ere they were read. Bonaparte . always 
received them with bis heart bounding with delight, and 
invariably answered them, in such impassioned, glowing 
language as only his warm southern temperament could 
suggest, and contrasted with which even Josephine's mis- 
oves seemed a little cool and passionless. 
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Ere long Bonaparte ceased to be aatifified with merely 
getting letters from hie Josephine. He desired to have 
her, in person, with him ; and hardly had the tempest oi 
war began to lull, ere the general smxmioned his beloved 
to his side at Milan. She obeyed his call with rapture, 
and hastened to Italy to join him. Now came proad 
days of triumph and gratified affection. AH Italy hailed 
Bonaparte as the conquering hero ; all Italy did homage 
to the woman who bore tm name, and whose incompara- 
ble fascination and amiability, gracefulness and beauty, 
won all hearts. Her life now resembled a magnificent, 
glorified, trimnphal pageant ; a dazzhng fairy festival ; a 
tale from the " Arabian Nights " that had become reality, 
with Josephine for its enchanted heroine, sparkling widi 
Stan, and gleaming with golden sunsliine. 



CHAPTER TIL 

TiojssrrcDKa of debtint. 

Bbbflkhdbnt was the triumphal procession with 
which Bonaparte made his proud entry into Paris, on 
his return from Italy. In the front court-yard of the 
Luxembourg, the palace occupied by tlie Carps Zegislatif, 
was erected a vast amphitheatre, in which sat all the high ' 
authorities of France ; in the centre of the amphitheatre 
stood the altar of the CQuntry, surmounted by three gigan- 
tie statues, representing Freedom, Equality, and Peace. 
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. Ajs Bonaparte stepped into this space, all the dense crowd 
that occQpied the seats of the amphitheatre rose to their 
feet, with nncorered heads, to hail the conqoeror of Italy, 
and the windows of the palace were thronged with hand- 
somely dressed ladies, who waved welcome to the young 
hero with their handkerchiefs. Bat aaddenly this splen- 
did festival was marred by a serioas mischance. An 
o£Soer of the Directory, who, the better to satisfy bis 
cnnosity, bad clambered np on the scafiolding of the 
right-side wing of the palace, then nndei^ing extension, 
fell from it, and struck tiie giotmd almost at Napoleon's 
feet. A shoat of terror bnrst ahnost Bimnltaneonsly from 
a thonsand throats, and the ladies tamed pale and shrank 
back, shnddering, from the windows. The palace, which 
a moment before had exhibited such a wealth of adorn- 
ment in these living flowers, now stood there bare, with 
empty, gaping casements. A perceptible thrill ran 
through the ranks of the Corps Legislatif, and here 
and there the whisper passed that this fall of an ofSeer 
portended the early overthrow of the Directory itself, 
and that it, too, would soon, like the unfortunate victim 
of the accident, be lying in its death agonies at the feet 
of Oeneral Bonaparte. 

Bat the Directory, nevertheless, hastened to give the 
victor of Areola new fUes every day ; and when these 
f^tea were over, and Bonaparte, fatigued with the speech- 
es, the festivities, the toasts, etfi., would be on his way re- 
toming homeward, there was the populace of Paris, who 
beset his path in crowds, to greet him with hearty cheers; 
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and these persistent friendB lie had to recognize, 'with 
Bmiles and shakings of the hand, or with a nod and a 
pleasant glance. 

A unirersal jubilee of delight had seized upon the 
French. Each individual saw in Bonaparte renown and 
greatness reflected on himBelf. Every one regarded him 
ae the most brilliant impersonation of his own inner per- 
sonality, and, therefore, felt drawn toward him with a 
sort of reverential exultation. 

Josephine gave herself np with her whole sonl to the 
enjoyment of these glorions occasions. While Bonaparte, 
almost completely overwhelmed and distorbed, conld have 
held aloof from tiiese ovations of the people of Faris, 
they, on the contrary, filled the heart of his wife with 
pride and joy. While in the theatre, he shrank back, 
abashed, behind his wife's chair when the andience, learn- 
ing his presence, filled their noiey plaudits and clamored 
to have a glimpse at him, Joeephine would thank the 
crowd on his behalf with a bewitching smile, and eyes 
swelling with tears for this proof of their regard, which 
to her seemed but a natural and appropriate tribnte to 
her Achilles, her lion-hearted hero. But Bonaparte did 
not allow himself to be blinded by these demonstrations ; 
and one day, when popular enthnsiaem seemed as though 
it would never end, and the crovrd were untiring in their 
cries of " Vive BonwpaHe I " while Josephine tnmed her 
face toward him, glowing with delight, and called out, 
exoltingly — "See, how they love you, these good people 
of Paris 1 " he replied, with an almost melancholy e^iM- 
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tdon, " Bah I the crowd would be just as munerona and 
Doisy if they were condncting me to the scafiold I " 

However, tbeee feBtirale and demonstrations at length 
subsided, and his life resumed its more tranqoil coarse. 

Bonaparte conld now once more spend a few seoladed 
days of rest and calm enjoyment in bis (by this time more 
richly-decorated) dwelling in the Kue Ohautereine, the 
name of which the city anthoritiee had changed to Bii« 
de la Yictoire, in honor of the conqueror at Areola and 
Marengo. He conld, after so many battles and triumphs, 
afford to repose & while in the arms of love and hap. 
pinesB. 

Nevertheless, this inactivity soon begW to press heavi- 
ly on his restless spirit. He longed for new exploits, for 
fresh victories. He felt that he was only at the com- 
mencement, and not at the end of hie conquering career ; 
he constimtly beard ringing in his eara the notes of the 
battle-clarion, summoning him to renewed triumphs and 
to other paths of glory. Love could only delight hia 
heart, but could not completely satisfy it. Bepose he 
deemed but the beginning of death. 

" If I remain here inactive any longer, I am lost," 
said he. " They retain the resemblance of nothing what- 
ever in Paris ; one celebrity blots oat another in this great 
Babylon ; if I show myself much offener to the public, 
they win cease to look at me, and if I do not soon undei^ 
ta^e something new, they will forget me." 

And he did undertake something new, something 
unprecedented, that filled all Europe with aBtonishmenb 
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He left the Bhores of France with an army to cooqaer, 
for the French Eepablic, that ancient land of Egypt, on 
vhoee pyramids the green moes of long-forgotten ages 
WB8 floiiriBhing. 

JoBephine did not accompany him. She remained 
behind in Foris ; but she needed consolation and encour- 
agement to enable her to snstain this separation, -which 
Sonaparte himself had confessed to her might be jnet as 
likely to last Biz years as eiz months. And what conld 
afford better consolation to a heart so tender as Jose- 
phine's than the presence of her beloved daughter i She 
had willingly given np her son to her husband, and he 
had accompanied' the latter to Egypt, but her daughter 
renmined, and her she would not give up to any one, not 
even to Madame Campan's boarding-school 

Besides, the education of Hortense was now com- 
pleted. She who had come to St. G^ermain as a child, 
left the boBd*diDg-Bchool, after two years' stay, a hand- 
some, blooming young lady, adorned with all the charms 
of innocence, youth, grace, and refinement. 

Although she was, now a young lady of neai-ly sixteen, 
she had retained the thoughts and ways of her childhood. 
Her heart was as a white sheet of paper, on which no 
profane hand had ventured to write a mortal name. She 
loved nothing, beyond her mother, her brother, the fine 
arts, and flowers. She entertained a profound but speech- 
less veneration for her young step-father. His burning 
gaze made her uneasy and timorous ; his commanding 
voice made her heart throb anxiously ; in fine, she rever- 
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enoed him with adoring but too agitated>&ii impreeoon of 
awe to find it possible to love him. He was for her at all 
times the hero, the lord and master, the father to whom 
she owed implicit obedience, bat die dared not lore 
him ; she could onlj look np to and honor him from a 



HortenBe loved nothing but her mother, her brother, 
the fine arts, uid fiowers. She still looked out, with the 
expectant ejes of a child, npon the world which seemed 
BO beantifnl and inviting to her, and from which she 
hoped jet to obtain some grand dazzKag piece of good 
fortone without having an; accurate idea in what it was 
to conaist. She still loved all mankind, and believed in 
their truth and rectitude. ISo thorn had yet wounded 
her heart ; no disenchantment, no bright iUusiou dashed 
to pieces, had yet left its shadow on that clear, lofty brow 
of transparent whiteness. The expression of her lai^e 
blue eyes was still radiant and undimmed, and her langh 
was BO clear and ringing, that it almost made her mother 
sad to hear it, for it sounded to her like the last echo of 
some sweet, enchanting song of childhood, and she bnt 
too well knew that it would soon be hushed. 

But Hortense still laughed, still sang with the birds, 
rivalling their melodies ; the world still lay before her 
like an early morning dream, and she still hoped for the 
rifiing of the sun. 

Such was Hortense when her mother took her from 
Madame Campan's boarding-school, to accompany her to 
the baths of Plombi^res. Bnt there it was that HorteoM 
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oune near ezperienciiig the great^t Borrow of her liie, in 
tkeorly loeing her mother. 

Bhe was with Josephioe and some other ladies in the 
dravnog-room of the hoHse thej occnpied at Plombi^res. 
The doore facing the balcony were open, to let in tiie 
warm sntnmer air. Horten&e was Bitting by the window, 
painting a nom^j of wild flowers, that ahe had gathered 
with her own hands on the hilla of Plombi^ree. Jose- 
^line found the atmosphere of the room too close, and 
invited some ladies to step out with her upon the bal- 
eonj. A moment afterward there was heard a deafening 
crash, followed by piercing shrieks of terror ; and when 
Hortense sprang in desperate fright to the front en- 
tranoe, she found that the balcony on which her mother 
and the other ladies bad stood had disappeared. Its 
fastenings had given way, and they had been precipitated 
with it into die street. Hortense, in the first impulse of 
her distress and horror, would have sprang down after 
her beloved mother, and could only be held back with 
the greatest difficulty. But this time fate had spared 
the young girl, and refrained from darkening the pore, 
unclouded heaven of her youth. Her mother escaped 
wilJi no other injury than the fright, and a slight wound 
on her arm, while one "oi the ladies had both lege broken. 

Josephine's time to die had not yet come, for the 
prophecy of the fortune-teller had not yet been fulfilled. 
Josephine was, indeed, the wife of a renowned general, 
but she was not yet " something more Uuui a qoeeo." 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

bonapIbte's ketdbn fboh boypt. 

BoNAFABTB had got back from E^ypt. His rictoiy 
at Aboakir bad adorned bis brows with f reeh laurels, and 
all France bailed the retnming eonqaeror with plandits 
of exTJting pride. For the first time, Hortense was pres- 
ent at the festivities which Ae city of Paris dedicated 
to her step-father ; for the first time she saw the homage 
that men and women, graybeards and cliildren alike, paid 
to die hero of Italy and Egypt. These festivities and 
this homage filled her heart witha tremor of alarm, and 
yet, at the same time, with joyous exaltation. In the 
midst of these triumphs and these ovations which were 
thus offered to her second father, the young girl recalled 
the prison in which her mother had once laoguisbed, the 
scaffold upon which the head of her own father had 
fallen ; and frequently when she glanced at the rich gold- 
embroidered uniform of her brother, she reminded him 
with a roguish smile of the time when Eugene went in 
a bine blouse, as a carpenter's apprentice, through the 
streets of Paris with a long plank on bis shoulder. 

These recoUections of the first terrible days of her 
yonth kept Hortense from feeling the pride and ura 
gancG of good fortune, preserved to her her modest, un- 
assuming tone of mind, prevented her from entertaining 
any overweening or domineering propensity in her day 
of prosperity, or from seeming cast down and hopeleii 
ih,Goot^le 
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when adversity came. She never lulled herself with the 
idea of good fortune &at coold not pass away, but her 
remeoibrances kept her eyes wide open, and hence, when 
miBfortune came, it did not take her by Burprise, but 
fonad her armed and ready to confront it. 

llfeTertheleBs, ehe drank in the pleagnre of these 
proBperoua days in full draughts, delighted as she was to 
■ee the mother, of whom ^o was so fond, sorronnded by 
each a halo of glory and gratified lore ; and in the name 
of her murdered father she thanked Generd Bonapartb 
with doable fervor, from the bottom of her heart, for 
having been the means of procuring for her mother, 
who had EufEered so deeply in her first wedded life, so 
magnificent a glow of splendor and happiness in her sec- 
ond marriage. 

In the mean while, new days of storm and tumult 
were at hand to dispel this brief period of traagail en- 
joyment. A fresh revelation convulsed all France, and, 
ere long, Paris was divided into two hostUe camps, burn- 
ing to begin the work of mutual annihilation. On ono 
aide stood the democratic repubHcans, who looked back 
with longing regret to the days of terrorism and blood- 
shed, perceiving, as they did, that tranquillity and pro- 
tracted peace must soon wrest the reins of power from 
their grasp, and therefore anxiously desiring to secure 
control through the element of intimidation. This party 
declared that hberty was in danger, and the Constitution 
threatened; they summoned the tana-culottea and the 
IoQd<moathed republicans of the clubs to the armed de- 
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fence of the imperilled coontry, and pointed with men- 
acdng handg at Bonaparte ae the bmh who wished to 
orertbrow the repablic, and put France once more in the 
bonds of scrritude. 

On the other eide stood the discreet friends of the 
conntry, tlie republicans by compulsion, who denounced 
terrorism, and had sworn fidelity to the repnblic, only 
becanse it was under this reptile disguise alone that they 
could escape the threatening knife of the guillotine. On 
this side were arrayed the men of mind, the artiste and 
poets who hopefully longed for a new era, because they 
knew that the days of terror and of the tyrannical demo- 
cratic republic had brought not merely human beings, 
but also the arts and sciences, to the scaffold. With 
them, too, were arrayed the merchants and artisans, the 
bankers, the business-men, the property-owners, all of 
whom wanted to see the republic at least established 
upon a more moderate and quiet foundation, in order to 
have confidence in its durability and substantial charac- 
ter, and to cominence the works of peace with a better 
assurance of suecesa. And at t)ic head of these moderate 
republicans stood Bonaparte. 

The 18th Brumaire of the year 171)8 was the decisive 
day. It was a fearful struggle that then began afresh — a 
struggle, however, in which little blood was spilt, and 
not men but principles were slaughtered. 

The OoQQcil of Elders, the Conncil of the Five 
Hundred, tho Directory, and the Conatitution of the year 
m., fell together, and from the ruins of the bloody and 
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ferootooB democratic repablic arose tlie moderate, rfr 
tional republic of the year 1798. At its head were the 
three cohbdIs, Sonaparte, Cambaceree, and Lebnm. 

On the daj following, the 18th Bmmaire, these three 
conBoIs entered the Lnxembonrg, amid the plandite of 
the people, and elept, as conquerors, in the beds of the 
Directory of yesterday. 

From that day forward a new world b^n to take 
shape, and the forms of etiquette which, daring the ae-' 
cendeucy of the democratic republic, had slunk away out 
of sight into the darkest recesses of the Luxembourg and 
the Tuileries, began to reappear, slowly and circum- 
spectly, 'tis true, in broad daylight. People were no 
longer required, in accordance with the spirit of equality, 
to ignore all distinctaoos of condition and culture, by the 
use of the words " citizen " and " citizeness ; " or, in the 
name of brotherhood, to endure the close familiarities of 
every brawling street ruffian ; or, in the name of liberty, 
to let all his own personal liberty and inclination be 
trampled under foot. 

Etiquette, as I have said, crept forth from the dark 
comers again ; and the three consuls, who had taken pos- 
aesfflon of the Luxembourg, whispered the word "mon> 
sieur " in each other's ears, and greeted Josephine and 
her daughter, who were installed in the apartments pre- 
pared for them in the palace on the next day, with the 
title of "madame." Yet, only a year earlier, tbo two 
words "monsieur" and "madame "had occasioned re- 
volt in Paris, and brought about bloodshed. A year 
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earlier, Gener&l Aagerean had promnlged the stem order 
of the daj in his divisioQ, that, " whoever shoold use the 
word ' monsienr ' or ' msdame,' orally or in writing, on 
any pretext whatever, Bhoold be deprived of his rank, 
and declared incapable of ever again serving in the army 
of the republic." * 

Now, these two proscribed words made their tri- 
umphant entry, along with the three consuls, into the 
palace of Uie Luxembourg, which had been delivered 
from its democratic tyrants. 

Josephine was now, at least, " Madame " Bonaparte, 
and Hortense was "Mademoiselle" Beanhamais. The 
wife of Consul Bonaparte now required a larger retinue 
of servants, and a more showy establishment. Indeed, 
temerity could not yet go so far as to speak of the (yymi 
of Madame Bonaparte and the eowrt ladies of Made- 
moiselle Hortense ; they had still to be content with the 
limited space of the diminutive Lnxembonrg, but they 
were soon to be compensated for all this, and, if they 
still had to call each other monsieu'r and madame, they 
could, a few years later, say "your highness," "your 
majesty," and " monseignenr," in the Tuileries. 

The Luxembourg Palace was soon fonnd to be too 
small for the joint residence of the three consuls, and 
too confined for the ambition of Bonaparte, who could 
not brook the near approach of the other two men who 
shared the enpreme control of France with him. Too 
small it was also for the longings that now spoke with 

• Boorrienae, voL I, p. 229. 
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tvet londer and stronger accents in his breast, and 
paehed him farther and farther onward in this path of 
iplendor and renown which, at first, had seemed to him 
bat as the magic mirage of his dreams, but which now 
appeared as the gUttering truth and reality of his waking 
hourG. The Luxembourg was then too small for the 
three oonsule, but they had to go very circmnspectly and 
oarefnUy to work to prepare the way to the old royal 
palace of the Bonrbons. It would not do to ooet the 
representatives of the people, who held their sesaione 
there, too snddenly ; the distrnstful republicuis mnet not 
be made to apprehend that there was any scheme on foot 
to revolutionize France back into monarchy, and to again 
stifle the many-headed monater of the repnbhc under a 
crown and a sceptre. It was necessary, before entering 
the Tnileries, to give the French people proof that men 
might still be very good republicans, even although t^ey 
might wish to be honsed in the bedchamber of a king. 

Hence, before the three consuls transferred their 
quarters to the Tnileries, the royal palace had to be trans- 
formed to a residence worthy of the representatives of 
the republio. So, the first move made was to set op a 
handsome bust of tiie elder Bmtns — a war-trophy of Bo- 
naparte's, which he had brought with him from Italy — 
in one of the galleries of the Tnileries ; and then David 
had to oarre ont some other stAtuee of the repnbhcan 
heroes of Greece and Home and place them in the sa- 
loons. A number of democratic republicans, who were 
defeated and exiled on the 13th Yend^miaire, were per- 
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mittfid to return to France, and news of the death of 
WABVuioTOSf the noblest and wiseat of all repablicaoB, 
arriving just at that time, Bonaparte ordered that the 
whole army should wear the badge of mourning for ten 
days. Black bands were worn on the arm, and sable 
Btreamerg wared from the standardB, in honor of the 
deceased republican hero. 

However, when these ten days were past, and Fraoos 
and her army had sufficiently expressed their regret, &k 
three consals entered the Tnileriea through the grand 
portal, on the two sides of which towered aloft two lib- 
erty-polee that etill bore the old inscription of the repub- 
lic of 1792. On the tree to the right was the l^eud 
" AogUBt 10, 1792," and on the one to the left, " Royalty 
in France is overthrown and will never rise again." It 
was between these two significant symbols that Bona- 
parte first strode into the TnUeries. It was a very long 
and imposing proceesioo of carriages which moved that 
day toward the palace, through the streets of the capital. 
They only lacked the outward pomp and magnificence 
which rendered the latter /SfM of the empire so remark- 
able. With the exception of ihe splendid vehicle iu 
which the three consuls rode, and which was drawn by 
the six grays preseiited by the Emperor of Austria, there 
were but few good equipages to be seen. France of the 
new day had not had the opportunity to build any state- 
ooaches, and those of old France had been too shamefully 
misused to admit of their ever serving again ; for it 
wonld ba out of the question to employ, in tbi«--sol«am. 
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processioti of the three consuls, the state-carriages of the 
old oristocrftcj, that had served as the vebicles in which 
the democratic repablic had transported dead dogs to 
their place of deposit. Such had been the fact in the 
September dajs of the jear 1793. 

The nnclaimed dogs of the fngitive or slaughtered 
aristocracy at that time wandered without masters, hy 
thonsands, through the streets and slaked their thirst 
with die blood which flowed down from the gmllotine 
and dyed the gronnd with the purple of the new sjBteni 
of popular liberty. 

The smell of the fresh blood and the ghastly suste- 
nance which the goillotine yielded them had restored the 
animals to their original savage propensities, and hence 
those who had been so fortunate as to escape the mur- 
derous axe of the tans-oulotteg had now to apprehend the 
danger of falling a victim to the E^rp teeth of these 
wild blood-hoonds ; and as the ferocious brutes knew no 
difference between aristocrats and republicans, but fell 
upon both with eqnal fury, it became necessary, at last, 
to annihilate these new foes of the republic. So, the 
Champs £lysdes were snrronnded with troops, and the 
dc^ were driven into the Rue Eoyale and the Place 
Boyale, where they were mowed down by musketry. 
On that one day the dead carcasses of more than three 
thousand dogs lay about in the streets of Paris, and there 
they continued to fester for three days longer, because a 
dispute had arisen among the city officials as to whose 
duty it was to remove them. At lengtli the Convention 
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nndertook that taek, and intnieted the work to repre- 
seutatiTe Qasparin, who was shrewd enough to coDvert 
the removal of the dead animals into a repablican cere- 
mony. These were the doge of the ci-devants and 
aristocrats that were to be buried, and it was quite 
proper, therefore, that they ehoold receive aristocratic 
honors. 

Gasparin, acting upon this idea, caiued all the coaches 
of the f ngitive and maseacred aristocracy to be bronght 
from their stables, and the carcasses of the dogs were 
dnng into these emblazoned and eecntcheoned vehicles 
of old France. Six grand coaches that had belonged to 
the king opened the procession, and the tails, heads, bod- 
ies and legs of the luckless quadrupeds conld be seen 
behind the glittering glass panels heaped together in wild 
disorder.* 

After this public canine fnneral celebration of the 
one and indivisible republic, the gilded state-coaches 
could not be consistently used for any human and less 
mournful occasion, and hence it was that the consular 
procession to the Tuileries was so deficient in carriages, 
and that public hacks on which the numbers were de- 
faced had to be employed. 

With the entry of Bonaparte into the Tuileries flie 
revolution was at an end. He laid his victorious sword 
across the gory, yawning chasm which had drunk the 
blood of both aristocrats and democrats; and of that 
sword he made a bridge over which society might pass 
*H6moiresof the Harchloness de Cr^oi, rol, viii., p. IIX >g|.> 
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from one century to the other, aod from tlie republic to 
the empire. 

As Bonaparte waa walking with Josephine and Hor^ 
tense through the Diana Gallery on the morning after 
their entry into the Tuileries, and was with them admir- 
ing the statuary he had caased to be placed there, both 
of the ladies posBeseing much artistic taste, he paused in 
front of the statue of the yonnger Brutos, which stood 
cloee to the statne of Julias Ceesar. He gazed long and 
earnestly at both of the grave, solemn faces; but, sud- 
denly, as though just awaking from a deep dream, he 
sharply raised hie head, and, laying his hand with an 
abrupt movement upon Josephine's shoulder, aa he 
looked up at the statue of Brutus with blazing, almost 
menacing glances, said in a voice that made the hearts 
of both the ladies bound within their bosoms : 

" It is not enough to be in the Tuileries : one must 
remain there. And whom has not this palace held) 
Even street thieves and conventionists have occupied it 1 
Did not I see witli my own eyes how the savage Jaco- 
bins and cohorts of 8<ms-cvlotUa surrounded the palace 
' and led away the good King Louis XTI. as a prisoner E 
Ah ! never mind, Josephine ; have no fear for the 
future! Let them but dare to come hither once 
more I " * 

And, as Bonaparte stood there and thus spoke in 
front of the statues of Brutus and Julius Csesar, his voice 
re-echoed like angry thunder through the long gallery, 
* Bourriuiu, vol. »i., p. I. 
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And made the figures of the heroes of the dead republic 
tremble on their pedestals. 

Bonaparte lifted his arm menacingly toward the 
statne of Bmtus, ae though he would, in that fierce 
republicau who slew Cseear, challeuge all republican 
France, whose Ceesar and Augustus in one he aspired to 
be, to mortal combat. 

The reyolution was closed. Bonaparte had installed 
himself in the TaHeries with Josephine and her two chil- 
dren. The SOD and daughter of General Beauhamais, 
whom the repubhc had murdered, had now fouud 
another father, who was destined to avenge that murder 
on the republic itself. 

The revolation was over! 
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A FIEST LOVE. 



With the entry of Bonaparte into the TuilerieB, the 
revolution closed, and bliBsfol days of tranquilhty and 
gay festivity followed. Josephine and Hortense were 
the cynosnre of all these festivals, for they were, liie- 
wise, the animating centre whence the grace and beauty, 
the attractive charm, and the intellectual significance of 
them all, proceeded. 

Hortense was passionately fond of dancing, and no 
one at " the court of Josephine " tripped it with such 
gracefulness and such enchanting delicacy as she. Now, 
as the reader will observe, people already began to speak 
of the " court " of Madame Bonaparte, the powerful wife 
of the First Consul of France. Now, also, audiences 
were held, and Josephine and Hortense already had a 
court retinue who approached them with the same sub- 
serviency and humility as though they had been prin- 
cesees of the hlood. 
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Madame Bonaparte now rode with her daugliter 
through the Btreeta of Paris in a richly-gilded coach, 
under a military escort, and wherever the popolace 
canght a glimpse of them they greeted the wife and 
daughter of the first constd with applauding shonts. 

Bonaparte's coachmen and Bervants had now a livery, 
and made their appearance in green coats with gold em- 
broidery and galloons. There were chamberlains and 
lackeys, grooms and outriders; splendid dinners and 
evening parties were given, and the ambassadors of for- 
eign powers were received in solemn audience ; for, now, 
all the European states had recognized the French !Re- 
public under the consulate, and, as Bonaparte had con- 
cluded peace with England and Austria, these two great 
powers also sent envoys to the court of the mighty 
consul. 

Instead of warlike struggles, the Tuileries now wit- 
nessed contentions of the toilet, said powder c^ no p<no- 
der was one of the great questions of etiquette in which ' 
Josephine gave the easting vote when she said that 
" every one should dress as seemed best and most becom* 
iog to each, but yet endeavor to let good taste pervade 
the selection." 

For some time, meanwhile, Hortense had participated 
with less zest than formerly in the amusements and par- 
ties of the day ; for some time she had seemed to prefer 
being alone more than in previous years, and held her- 
self aloof in the quiet retirement of her own apartmeota, 
where the melancholy, tender, and touching melodies 
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wbicli she drew from her liarp in those lonely boon 
seamed to bold her better ooQTerse thao all the gay and 
flattering remarlu tbat abe was aocnfitomed to bear in 
ber mother's grand saloons. 

Hortense songbt solitude, for to solitude alone coold 
she confide what was weighing on ber heart ; to it alone 
could she venture to confess that she was in loTe, and 
with all the innocent energy, all the warmth and absolute 
devotion of a first attachment. How blissful were those 
houTS of reverie, of expectant peering into the future, 
which seemed to promise the rising of another snn of 
happiness to ber beaming gaze I For this young girl's 
passion had the secret approbation of her mother and 
ber step-father, and both of them smilingly pretended 
not to be, in the least degree, aware of the tender under- 
standing that subsisted between Hortense and General 
Dnroo, Bonaparte's chief adjatant ; only that, while Jo- 
sephine took it to be the first tender fluttering of a 
young girl's heart awaking to the world, Bonaparte as* 
cribed a more serious meaning to it, and bestowed ear- 
nest thought upon the idea of a union between Hortense 
and bis friend. He was anxious, above all other things, 
to give Duroc a more important and imposing status, and 
therefore sent him as ambassador to St. Petersburg, to 
convey to the Emperor Alexander, who had jutt as- 
cended his father's throne, the congratulations and good 
wishes of the First Coninl of France. 

The poor yonng lovers, constantly watched as they 
were, and as constantly restrained by the rules of an eld- 
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qDAtte which was now becoming mora and mors rigid, 
h&d not the ooneolation accorded to tliem of exchanging 
even one last unnoticed preuore of the hand, one last 
tender tow of eternal fidelity, when they took leave of 
each other. But they hoped in the future, and looked 
forward to Duroo'a return, and to the preciooB reoom- 
pense that Bonaparte had dgnifloantly promised to hii 
friend. That recompenae was the hand of Hortense. 
Until then, they had to content themaelree with that sole 
and Bweetest eolace of all parted lovere, the letters that 
they interchanged, and which Bonrrienne, Bonaparte's 
secretary, faithfully and discreetly transmitted. 

" Nearly every evening," relates Bonrrienne, in his 
M^moires, "I played a game of billiards with Made- 
moiselle Hortense, who was an adept at it. When I said, 
in a low tone to her, ' I have a letter,' the game would 
cease at once, and she would hasten to her room, whither 
I followed her, and took the letter to her. Her eyes 
wonld instantly fill with tears of emotion and delight, 
and it was only after a long lapse of time that she wonld 
go down to the saloon whither I had preceded her," * 

Hortense, thus busied only- with her young lover and 
her innocent dreams of the future, troubled herself but 
little concerning what was taking place around her, and 
did not perceive that others were ready to make her 
young heart the plaything of domestic and political in- 
trigue. 

Bonaparte's brothers, who were jealous of the sway 
• Bonrrienne, rol. iv., p. 819. _, , 
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that the beaotif ol and fascinatiiig JoBephine still exerted 
over the first conenl, as in the first days of their -wedded 
life, were aiudoas, hj separating Qortense from her 
mother, to deprive Josephine of one of the strongest sup- 
ports of her infiuence, and thus, hj isolating Josephine, 
bring themselves nearer to their brother. Thej well 
knew the afiectioQ which Bonaparte, who was particn- 
larly fond of children, entertained for those of his wife, 
and they also knew that Engene and Hortense had, one 
day, not by their entreaties or their tears, but by their 
mere presence, prevented Josephine and Bonaparte from 
separating. 

This was at Ibe time when the whisperings of his 
brothers and of Jmiot had succeeded in making Bona- 
parte jealous on his return from Egypt 

At that time, Bonaparte bad resolved to separate 
from a woman, against whom, however, his anger was 
thus fiercely aroused, simply because he was so strongly 
attached to her ; and when Bourrienne implored him, at 
least, to hear Josephine before condemning her, and to 
see whether she could not clear herself, or he could not 
forgive her, he had replied.: 

" I forgive her ? Never I Were I not sure of myself 
this time, I would tear my heart out and throw it into 
the fire ! " And, as Bonaparte spoke, his voice trem* 
bling the while with rage, ho clutehed his breast with 
his hand aa though he would indeed rend it to pieces. 
This scene occurred in the evening, but, when Bourri- 
emie came into the office next morning, Bonaparte 
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stepped forward to meet hiiu with a amile on hifi face, 
and a little coufoBed. 

" Now, Boarriemie," said he, " you will be coBtent — 
she is here! Don't suppose that I have forgiven her — 
no, not at all ! No, I reproached her vehementlj, and 
Bent her away. But, what would you bare ? — when she 
left me, weeping, I went after her, and, as she descended 
the stairs with her head drooping, I saw Eugene and 
Hortense, who went with her, sobbing violently. I have 
not the heart to look unmoved ou any one in tears. Eu- 
gene had accompanied me to Egypt, and I have accus- 
tomed myself to regard him as my adopted son j he is so 
gallant, so excellent a young man. Hortense is just com- 
ing out into the world of society, and every one who 
knows her speaks well of her. I confess, Boarrienne, 
that the sight of her moved me deeply, and the sob- 
bing of those two poor children made me sad as well. 
I eaid to myself, 'Shall they be the victims of their 
mother's fault!' I called Eugene back. Hortense 
turned round and, along vrith Josephine, followed her 
brother. I saw the movement, and said nothing. What 
could I do ! One cannot be a mortal man without hav- 
ing his hours of weakness I " 

" Be assured, general," esclaimed Bourrienne, " that 
your adopted children will reward you for it 1 " 

" They must do so, Bourrienne — they must do so ; for 
it is a great sacrifice that I have made for them ! " * 

This sacrifice, however, had its recompense imme- 
* Boarrienne, vol. iv., p. 119. 
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diately, for Josephine had been able to set lierself right, 
and Bonaparte had joyfully become convinced that the 
accusations of his jealous brothers had been nnjUBt. 

Hence it was that Bonaparte's brothers wished to re 
move Hortense, since they knew that slie was her moth- 
er's main stay ; that she, with her gentle, amiable dispo- 
sition, her tact and good sense, her penetrating and 
never-failing sagacity, stood like a wise young Mentor at 
the side of her beautiful, attractive, impulaiTe, somewhat 
vain, and very extravagant mother. 

It would be easier to set Josephine aside were Hor- 
tense first removed ; and Josephine they wanted to get 
out of the way because she interfered with the ambi- 
tious designs of Bonaparte's brothers. Since they could 
not become great and celebrated by their own merits, they 
desired to be so through their illnstrious brother ; and, in 
order that they might become kings, Bonaparte must, 
above all things, wear a crown. Josephine was opposed 
to this project ; she loved Bonaparte enough to fear the 
dangers that a usurpation of the crown must bring with 
it, and she had so little ambition as to prefer her present 
brilliant and peaceful lot to the proud but perilous ex- 
altation to a throne. 

For this reason, then, Josephine was to be removed, 
and Bonaparte must choose another wife — a wife in 
whose veins there should course legitimate royal blood, 
and who would, therefore, be content to see a crown 
upon the head of her consort. 
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LOUIS BONAPARTE AND DUROC. 75 

CHAPTER II. 

LOUI8 BONAPARTE AND DDEOO. 

The brothers of Bonaparte went diligently to work 
then, above all things, to get Hortense out of the way. 
Thej told Bonaparte of the burning love of the young 
couple, of the letters which they eent to each other, and 
proposed to him that Dnroc ehonld be transferred to the 
Italian army with a higher command, and that Hortenee 
should then be given to him. They persuaded the nn- 
snspecting, magnanimouB hero, who was easy to deceive 
in these minor matters and thus easy becanse he was 
occupied with grand designs and grand things; they per- 
suaded him to keep the proposed nuion a secret for the 
present, and then on Ihiroc's early return to snrpriae the 
yonng couple and Josephine alike. 

But Josepliine had, this time, seen throngh the plana 
of her hostile brothers-in-law. She felt that her whole 
existence, her entire future, was imperilled, should she 
not succeed in making friends and allies in the family of 
Bonaparte itself. There was only one of Bonaparte's 
brothers who was not hostile to her, Ijut loved her as 
the wife of his brother, to whom he was, at that time, 
still devoted with the most enthusiastic and submissive 



This one was Bonaparte's brother Louis, a young man 
of serioas and sedate disposition, more of a scholar than 
a warrior, more a man of science than fit for the council' 
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chamber uid the drawing-room. His was a reBerved, 
quiet, eomewliat timid character, which, notwithstanding 
its apparent gentleness, developed an inflexible deter- 
mination and energy at the right, decieive moment, and 
then could not be shaken by either threats or entreaties. 
Hie external appearance was little calcnlated to please, 
nay, was even eomewhat sinister, and commanded the 
respect of others only in moments of excitement, through 
the fierce blaze of his large bine eyes, that seemed rather 
to look inward than outward. 

Lonis Bonaparte was one of those deep, self-contained, 
nndemonstratire, and by no means showy, natures which 
are too rarely understood, because, in the noisy bustle of 
life, we have not the time and do not take the paine to 
analyze them. Only a sister or a mother is in a position 
to comprehend and love men of this stamp, because the 
confidential home relations of long years have revealed to 
them the hidden bloom of these sensitive plants which 
shrink back and close their leaves at every rude contact 
of the world. But rarely, however, do they find a loving 
heart outside, for, since their own hearts are too timid to 
seek for love, no one gives himself the trouble to discover 
them. 

The young brother of her husband, now scarcely 
twenty-four, was the one who seemed destined in Jose- 
phine's eyes to afford her a point of support in the Bona- 
parte family. 

Madame Letitia loved him more tenderly than she 
did any of them, next to her Napoleon, since he was the 
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petted darling of tlie whole familj of brothers, who had 
no fear of him, becaose he was neither egotistical nor 
ambitions enongh to cross their plans, but qnietly allowed 
them to hare their way, and only aaked that they would 
also leave him undistarbed to follow oat his own qniet 
and nnobtmsive inclinations. He was the confidant of 
his young and beantifol dsters, who were always sore to 
find in him s discreet connsellor, and never a betrayer. 
Finally, he was the one of the whole circle of brothers 
toward whom Napoleon felt the sincerest and warmest 
inclination, becanse he conld not help esteeming him for 
his noble qualities, and because he was never annoyed by 
him as he was by his other brothers ; for the ambition 
and the avarice of Jerome, Joseph, and Lncien, were even 
then a source of displeasure and chagrin to Bonaparte. 

" Were any one to hear with what persistency my 
brothers demand fresh sums of money from me, every 
day, he would really think that I had consumed from 
them the inheritance their father left," said Bonaparte, 
one day, to Bonrrienne, after a violent scene between him 
and Jerome, which had ended, ae they all did, in Jerome 
getting another draft on the private pnrse of the first 
consul. 

Louis, however, never asked for money, but always 
appeared thankfully content with whatever Bonaparte 
chose to give him, unsolicited, and there never were any 
wranghnge with tradesmen on his account, or any debts 
of his to pay. 

This last circumstance was what filled Josephine with 
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a BOrt of reepectful deference for her yoang step-brother. 
He understood how to manage hie affairs bo well as never 
to run up debts, and this was a quality that was so sorely 
lacking in Josephine, that she conld never avoid incurring 
debt. How many bitter annoyances, how mnch care and 
anxie^ had not her debts coet her already ; how often 
Sonaparte had scolded her abont them ; how often she 
had promised to do differently, and make no more pur- 
chases until she should be in a condition to pay at once 1 

But this reform was to her thoughtless and magnani- 
mous nature an impossibility ; and however greatly she 
may have feared the dashing eyes and thundering voice 
of her husband when he was angered, she could not es- 
cape his wrath in tb'a one point, for in that point pre- 
cisely was it that the penitent sinner continually fell into 
fresh transgression — and again ran into debt I 

Louis, however, never had debts. He was as cautious 
and regular as her own Hortense, Eind therefore, thought 
Josephine, these two young, careful, thoughtful temper- 
aments would be well adapted to each other, and would 
know how to manage their hearts as discreetly as thej 
did their purses. 

So she wished to make a etep-son of Louis Bonaparte, 
in order to strengthen her own position thereby. Jose- 
phine already had a premonitory distrust of the future, 
and it may sometimes have happened iliat she took the 
mighty eagle that fluttered above her head for a bird of 
evil omen whose warning cry she frequently fancied that 
she heard in the stillness of the night. 
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The uegresa at Martinique had eaid to lier, " You will 
be more tbao a queeo." But now, Josephine had vimted 
the new fortune-teller, Madame Villenenve, in Pane, and 
she had said to her, " Yon will wear a crown, but only 
for a short time." 

Only for a short time I Josephine was too joung, too 
happy, and too healthful, to think of her own early death. 
It must, then, be aomething ebe that threatened her — a 
separation, perhaps. She had no children, yet Bonaparte 
so earnestly desired to have a son, and his brothers re- 
peated to him daily that this was for him a political 



Thus Josephine trembled for her future ; she stretched 
out her hands for help, and in the Belfisbness of her trou- 
ble asked her daughter to give up her own dreams of 
happiness, in order to secure the real happioese of her 
mother. 

Yet Hortense was in love ; her young heart throbbed 
paiufnlly at the thought of not only relinqnishing her 
own love, but of marrying an unloved man, whom she 
had never even thought of, and had scarcely noticed. 
She deemed it imposeible that she could be asked to sac- 
rifice her own beautiful and blessed happiness, to a cold- 
blooded calculation, an artificial family intrigue ; and so, 
with all the enthusiasm of a first love, she swore rather 
to perish than to forego her lover. 

" But Duroc has no fortune and no future to offer 

you," said Josephine. " What he is, he is only through 

the friendship of Bonaparte. He has no estate, no ini' 
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portance, no celebrity. "Were Bonaparte to abandon Mm, 
he would fall back into nuttiingneee and obscnritj again." 

Hortense replied, smiling tbrongh her tears : " I love 
him, and have no other ambition than to be hie wife." 

" Bat he ? Do yon think that he too has no other 
ambition than to become your hneband ) Do jou think 
that he loves yon for yonr own sake alone i " 

" I know it," said the young girl, with befoning eyes ; 
" Dnroc has told me that he loved me, and me only. He 
has sworn eternal fidelity and love to me. Both of ns ask 
for nothing more than to belong to each other." 

Josephine shrugged her shonldere almost compassion- 
ately. 

" Suppose," she rejoined, " that I were to affirm that 
Duroc is willing to marry you, only becanse he is am- 
bitions, and thinks that Bonaparte would then advance 
him the more rapidly ? " 

" It is a slander — it is impossible 1 " exclaimed Hor- 
tense, glowing with honest indignation ; " Duroc loves 
me, and his noble soul is far from all selfish calculation." 

" And if I were to prove the contrary to yon ) " asked 
Josephine, irritated by her daughter's resistance, and 
made cruel by her alarm for her own fortunes. 

Hortense tnmed pale, and her face, which had been 
BO animated, so beautiful, a moment before, blanched as 
though the icy chill of death had passed over it. 

" If you can prove to me," she said, in a hollow tone, 
" tihat Dnroc loves me only through ambitious motives, I 
am ready to give him up, and marry whom you will," 
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Josephice triumphed. " Dnroc gets back to-day from 
hja jonrnej," she replied, " and in three days more I will 
give you the proof tliat he does not love yon, but the 
family alhance which yon present." 

Hortense had heard only the first of her mother's 
words : " Dnroc returns to-day." "What eared she for all 
the rest i She should see him again — she should read 
coDBoIatioQ and love's assurance in his handsome manly 
face ; not that she needed this to confirm her coniidence, 
for she believed in him, and not the shadow of a doubt 
obscured her blissf nl greeting. 

Meanwhile, Josephine's pretty hands were busy draw- 
ing the meshes of this intrigue tighter every moment. 
She absolutely required a supporting ally in the family, 
against the family itself ; and for this reason Louis must 
become the husband of Hortense. 

Bonaparte himself was against this union, and was 
quite resolved to marry Dnroc to his step-daughter. But 
Josephine managed to shake his resolve, by means of en- 
treaties, representations, caresses, and little endearments, 
and even sncceeded in such eloquent argument to show 
that Dnroc did not cherish any love whatever for Hor- 
tense, but wanted to make an ambitious speculation out 
of her, that Bonaparte resolved, at least, to put his friend 
to the test, and, if Josephine turned out to be right, to 
marry Hortense to his own brother. 

After this last interview with Josephine, Bonaparte 
went back Into his office, where he found Bourrienne, as 
ever, at the writing-desk, 
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" "Wbsre ia Doroo ! " lie hastily aeked. 

" He has gone out— to the opera, I think." 

" So soon as he returns tell him that I have promiBed 
him Hortense — that he shall marry her. But I want the 
wedding to take place in two days, at the farthest. I give 
Horteuse &ve hundred thousand francs, and I appoint 
Duroc to the command of the eighth military division. 
On the day after his wedding he shall start with his wife 
for Toulon, and we shall live apart I will not Lave 
a son-in-law in my house ; and, aa I want to see these 
ctiattera brought to an end, at last, let me know to-day 
whether Duroc accepts my propositions." 
• " I don't think that he will, general." 

" Very good ! Then, in that case, Hortense shall 
marry my brother Louis." 

" Will she consent ? " 

*' She will have to oonsent, Bourrienne." 

Dnroc came in at a lata honr that evening, and Bour- 
rienne told him, word for word, the ultimatum of the 
first consul. 

Duroc listened to him attentively ; but, as Bourrienne 
went on with his communication, his countonanoe grew 
darker and darker. 

"If such, be the case," he exclaimed at last, when 
Bourrienne had got through, " if Bonaparte will do noth- 
ing more than that for his son-in-law, I must forego a 
marriage with Hortense, however painful it may be to 
do BO : and then, instead of going to Toulon, I can 
remain in Paris." And, as he ceased to speak, DnroQ 
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took np his hat, without a trace of excitement or concern, 
and departed. 

That same evening, Josephine received-from her hus- 
band his full consent to the marriage of her daughter to 
Xx>m8 Bonaparte. 

On that very evening, too, Josephine informed her 
daughter that Bnroc had not withstood the test, and 
that he had now relinquished her, through ambition, as, 
through ambition, he had previonely feigned to love her. 

Hortense gazed at her mother with tearleag eyes. She 
had not a word of complaint or reproach to utter ; she 
was consciouB merely that a thunder-bolt had just fallen, 
and had forever dashed to atoms her love, her hopes, hei 
future, and her happiness. 

But she no longer had the strength and the will to es- 
cape the evil that had flung its meshes around her ; she 
submitted meekly to it. She had been betrayed by love 
itself ; and what cared she now for her future, her embit- 
tered, bloomless, scentless life, when h^ had deceived her 
— hs, the only one whom she had loved ! 

The next morning Hortense stepped, self-possessed 
and smiling, into Josephine's private cabinet, and de 
dared that she was ready to fulfil her mother's wishes 
and marry Louis Bonaparte. 

Josephine clasped her in her arms, with exclamations 
of delight. She little knew what a night of angnish, of 
vailing, of tears, and of despair, Hortense had straggled 
through, or that her present smiling unconcern was noth- 
ing more than the dull hopelessness of a worn-out heart 
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She did Dot see that Hortense emiled now only in ordet 
that Duroc ehould not observe that she enfiered. Her 
love for him- was dead, but her maidenlj pride bad stir' 
vived, and it dried her tears, and conjnred up a smile to 
her struggKng lips ; it, too, enabled lier to declare that 
fihe was ready to accept the husband wliom her mother 
might present to her. 

Thus, Josephine had accomplished her porpose ; she 
had made one of Bonaparte's brothers her son. Now 
there remained the question whether she should attain 
her other aim through that'son, and whether she should 
iind in him a support against the intrigues of the other 
brothers of the first consiil. 



CHAPTER in. 



Thskb was only two days' interval between the be- 
trothal of the young couple and their wedding ; and on 
the 7th of January, 1802, Hortense was married to Louis 
Bonaparte, the youngest brother but one of the first con- 
sul. Bonaparte, who contented himself with the civil 
ceremony, and had never given his own anion with Jo- 
sephine the sanction of the Church, was less careless and 
unconcerned with regard to this youthful alliance, which 
had, indeed, great need of the blessing of Heaven, in or- 
der to prove a source of any good fortune to tlie young 
I. GcHx^lc 
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couple. Perhaps he reasoned that the conscioneiiees of 
the indiBSoliible character of their union would lead them 
to an honorable and upright effort for a mutnal indina- 
tioQ ; perhaps it was because he simply wished to render 
their separation impossible. Cardinal Caprara was called 
into the Tnileries, after the civil ceremony concluded, 
and had to bestow the blessing of God and of the Chnrch 
upon the bride and bridegroom. 

Yet, not one word or one glance had thus far been 
interchanged by the yonng couple. It was in silence 
that they stepped, after the ceremonies were over, into 
the carriage that bore them to their new home, in the 
same small residence in the Ene de la Victoire which 
her mother had occupied in the first happy weeks of 
her youthful union with Bonaparte. 

Now, another young, newly-married pair were mak- 
ing their entry into this dwelling, but love did not enter 
with them ; affection and happiness did not shine in 
their faces, as had been the case with Bonaparte and Jo- 
sephine. The eyes of Hortense were dimmed with tears, 
and the countenance of her young husband was dark and 
gloomy. For, on his side, he, too, felt no love for this 
yoong woman ; and, as she never foi^ve him for hav- 
ing accepted her hand, although he knew that she loved 
another, he, in like manner, could never forgive her hav- 
ing consented to be his wife, although he had not been 
the one to soHcit it, and although he had never told her 
that he loved her. Both had bowed to the will of him 
who gave the law, not merely to all France, but also to 
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his own family, and who had already become the lord 
and maeter of the republic. Both had married through 
obedience, not for love; and the conscionfinees of thk 
eompnlsioQ roee like an impaesable wall between theee 
two otherwise tender and confiding yonng hearts. In 
the consciouBness of this compnldon, too, they would not 
even try to love one another, or find in each other's so- 
ciety the happincBs that they were forbidden to seek else- 
where. 

Pale and moumfnl, in splendid attire, but with a 
heavy heart, did Hortense make her appearance at the 
fetes which were given in honor of her marriage ; and 
it was with a beclouded brow and averted face that 
Louis Bonaparte received the customary congratulations. 
While every one around them exhibited a cheerful and 
joyous bearing, while parties were given in their honor, 
and people danced and sang, the yonng conple only, of 
all present, were dnll and sad. Louis avoided speaking 
to Hortense, and she turned her gaze away from him, 
possibly so that he might not read in it her deep and 
angry avereion. 

But she had to accept her lot; and, since she was 
thus indissolubly bound up with another, she had to try 
to live with that other. Hortense, externally so gentle 
and yielding, so fall of maiden coyness and delicacy, 
nevertheless possessed a strong and resolute soul, and, in 
the noble pride of her wounded heart, was unwilling to 
give any one the right to pity her. Her soul wept, but 
she restrained ber tea>>s and stUl tried to unile, were it 
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only that Dnroc might not perceive the traces of her 
grief upon her sunken ckeeks. She had torn this love 
from her heart, and she rebuked herself that it had left 
a wound. She laid claim to happiness no more ; but her 
youth, her proud self-respect, revolted at the idea of con- 
' tinuing to be the slave of misfortune hencefortji, and so 
she formed her firm resolve, sajing to herself, with a 
melancholy smile, " I must manage to be happy, without 
happiness. Let me try 1 " 

And she did try. She once more arrayed herself in 
smiles, and again took part in the festivities which now 
were filling the halls of St. Cloud, Malmaison, and the 
Tuileries, and wluch, too, were but tlie dying lay of the 
swan of the republic, or, if you will, the cradle-song of 
reviving monarchy. 

For things were daily sweeping nearer and nearer to 
that great turning-point, at which the French people 
would have to choose between a deeming republic and a 
real monarchy. France was already a republic but in 
name; the new, approaching monarchy was, indeed, but 
a new-bom, naked infant as yet, but only a bold hand 
was wanting, that should possess the determhied courage 
to clothe it with ermine and purple, in order to trans- 
form the helpless babe into a proud, triumphant man. 

That courage Bonaparte possessed ; but he had, also, 
the higher courage to advance carefully and slowly. He 
let the infant of monarchy, that lay there naked and 
helpless at his feet, shiver there a little longer ; but, lest 
it should freeze altogether, he threw over it, for the time 
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belDg, the mantle of his " coneulship for life." Beneath 
it, the habe could elumber comfortably a few weeks 
longer, while waiting for its purple robes. 

Bonaparte was now, by the will of the French people, 
coDBol for life. He stood dose to the Btepa of a throne, 
and it depended only upon himself whether he would 
mount those steps, or whether, like General Kouk, he 
would recall the fugitive king, and restore to him the 
sceptre of his forefathers. The brothers of Bonaparte 
desired the first ; Josephine implored Heaven for the lat- 
ter alternative. She was too completely a loving woman 
only, to long for the chilly joys of mere ambition ; she 
was too entirely occupied with her personal happiness, 
not to fear every danger that menaced it. Should Bona- 
parte place a crown upon his head, he would also have to 
think of becoming the founder of a dynasty ; and in 
order to strengthen and fortify his position, he would 
have to place a legitimate heir by his side. Josephine 
had borne her husband no children ; and she knew that 
his brothers had, more than once, proposed to him to dis- 
solve his childless union, and replace it with the presence 
of a young wife. Hence, Bonaparte's assumption of 
royal dignity meant a separation from her; and Jose- 
phine still loved him too well, and too much with a 
young wife's love, to take so great a sacrifice upon her. 

Moreover, Josephine was at heart a royalist, and con- 
sidered the Count de Lille, who, after so many agitations 
and wanderings, had found an asylum at Hartwell, in 
England, the legitimate King of France. 
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The letters which the Connt de lille (afterward King 
Lonis XVIII.) bad written to Bonaparte, had filled Joee- 
phine's heart with emotion, and, with a kind of appre- 
hensive foreboding, she had conjored her bnsband to, at 
least, give the brother of the beheaded king a mild and 
considerate answer. Yes, she had even ventured to be- 
seech Bonaparte to comply with the request that Louis 
had made, and ^ve him back the throne of his ancestors. 
Bat Bonaparte had langhed at this suggestion, aa be 
would at some childish joke; for it had never entered 
into bis bead that any one could seriously ask hiin to lay 
, his laurels and his trophies at the foot of a throne, which 
not he, bnt a member of that Boorbon family whom 
France had banished forever, should ascend. 

Louis had written to Bonaparte : " I cannot believe 
that the victor at Lodi, Castiglione, and Areola — the con- 
qneror of Italy and Egypt — would not prefer real glory 
to mere empty celebrity. Meanwhile, you are losing 
precious time. We can secure the glory of France; I 
say we, because I have need of Bonaparte in the work, 
and because he camiot complete it without me." 

But Bonaparte already felt strong enough to say, not 
" we," but "I," and to complete bis work alone. There- 
fore, be replied to the Count de Lille : " You cannot de- 
sire your return to France, for you would have to enter 
it over a hundred thousand corpses ; sacrifice your per- 
sonal interests to the tranquility and happiness of 
France. History wUl pay you a grateful acknowledg- 
ment." J 
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Lonis had said in his letter to Bonaparte, " Chooee 
jour owB positioD, and mark oat what yoa want for your 
friende." And Bonaparte did dioose his position ; bnt, 
unfortunately for the Count de liUe, it was the very one 
which the latter hod wished to reserve for himself. 

Joeephine would have been glad to vacate the Icing's 
place for him, could she but have retted her husband 
by so doing. 8he had no longings for a diadem which, 
by-the-way, her beautiful head did not require in order 
to command admiration. 

" Ton cannot avoid being a queen or an. empress, one 
of these days," said Bourrienne to her, on a certain occa- 



ihine replied, with tears: "Mem Dieut I am 
far from cherishing any siich ambition. So long as I 
live, to be tho wife of Bonapsrte—of the first consul — is 
the sum total of my wishes 1 Tell him so ; conjure- him 
not to make himself king." * 

But Josephine did not content herself with request- 
ing Bourrienne to tell her husband tliis; she had the 
courage to say so to him herself. 

One day she went into Napoleon's cabinet, and found 
him at breakfast, and nnneually cheerful and good-hu- 
mored. She had entered without having been an- 
nounced, and crept up on tiptoe to her husband, who eat 
with hia back turned toward her, and had not yet noticed 
her. Lightly throwing her arm around his neck, and 
letting herself sink upon his breast, and then stroking his 
* Bourrienne, vol, v,, p. 47. 
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pale cheeks and glossy brown hair, with an expression of 
mtntterable love and tendemeBs, she said : 

" I implore you, Bonaparte, do not mount the throne. 
Your wicked brother Lacieu will tirge you to it, but do 
not listen to him." 

Bonaparte laughed. " You are a little goose, poor 
Josephine," he said. " It's the old dowagers of the Fau- 
bonrg St. Germain, and your La Bochefoucauld, more 
than all the rest, who tell yon these wonderful stories ; 
bat yoB worry me to death with them. Come, now, 
don't bother me about them any more ! " 

Bonaparte had put ofE Josephine with a laugh and a 
jesting word, but he nevertheless conversed earnestly 
and seriouely with his moat intimate personal friends on 
the subject of his assuming the crown. In the course of 
one of these interviews, Bonrrienne said to him ; 

"As first consul, you are the leading and most 
famous man in all Europe ; whereas, if you place the 
crown upon your head, you will be only the youngest in 
date of all the kings, end will have to yield precedence to 
them." 

Bonaparte's eyes blazed up with fiercer fire, and, with 
that daring and Imposing look which was peculiar to him 
in great and deciiire momenta, he responded : 

" The youngeet of the kingi 1 Well, then, I will 
drivs o^ the kings from their thrones, and found a new 
dynuty : th«n, they frill luTe to reoognice me as the old- 
est prince of all." 
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CHAPTER rV. 

THE CALUMNY. 

The nnion of Hortense with Bonaparte's brother had 
Dot been followed by sach good results for her aa Jose- 
phine had anticipated. She had made a most onfortu- 
nate selection, for Louis Bonaparte was, of all the first 
consnl's brothers, the one who concerned himself the 
least about politics, and was the least likely to engage in 
an; intrigue. Besides, this alliance had materially dimin, 
ished the affection which Louis had always previouslj 
manifested for Josephine. He blamed her, in the depthtj 
of Ms noble and upright heart, for having been so ego- 
tistic as to sacrifice the happiness of her daughter to her 
own personal welfare ; he blamed her, too, for having 
forced him into a marriage which love had not coo- 
cluded, and, although he never sided with her enemies, 
Josephine had, at least, lost a friend in him. 

The wedded life of this young couple was something 
unusually strange. They had openly confessed the repul- 
sion they felt for each other, and reciprocally made no 
secret of the fact that they had been driven into this 
anion agunst their own wishes. In this singular inter- 
change of confidence, they went so far as to commiserate 
each other, and to condole with one another as friends, 
over the wretchedness they endured in their married 
bondage. 

They said frankly to each other that they conld never 
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love ; that they detested one anotlier : but they so keenly 
felt a mataal compassion, that ont of that very compas- 
sion — that very hatred itself — love might possibly spring 
into being. 

Lonis could already sit for hours together beside his 
wife, busied with the effort to divert her with amnBing 
remarks, and to drive away the clouds that obscured her 
brow ; already, too, Hortense had come to regard it aa 
her holiest and sweetest doty to endeavor to compensate 
her husband, by her kindly deportment toward him, and 
the delicate and attentive respect that distinguished her 
bearing, for the unhappiuess he felt beside her ; already 
had both, in line, begun to console each other with the 
reflection that the child which Hortense now bore beneath 
her heart would, one day, be to them a compensation foi 
their ill-starred marriage and their lost freedom. 

" "When I present yon with a son," said Hortense, 
smiling, " and when he calls you by the sweet name of 
' father,' you will f or^ve me for being his mother." 

" And when yon press that son to your heart — whea 
you feel that you love him with boundless affection," said 
Louis, " you will pardon me for being your husband, and 
you will cease to hate me, at least, for I will be the father 
of your darling child." 

Had sufficient time been allotted to these young, pure, 
and innocent hearts, to comprehend one another, they 
would have overcome their unliappiness, and love would 
have sprung up at last from hatred. But the world was 
pitiless to them ; it had no compassion for their youth 
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and dieir sofieriiigB ; with cruel haade it da^ied away 
this teader blosBoming of nascent a£ection, which was 
beginning to expand in their hearte. Josephine bad 
wedded Hortense to her brother-in-law in order to secore 
in him an all; in the fanuly, and to keep her daughter by 
her side ; and now that daughter was made the target of 
infiidioas attacks and malioious calonmies — now another 
plan was adopted in order to remove Hortense from the 
scene. The conspirators had not sacceeded in their de- 
signs by means of a matrimonial alliance, so they would 
now try the effect of calumny. 

They went about whispering from ear to ear that 
Bonaparte had married his step-daughter to bis brother, 
simply becatise he was attached to her himself, and bad 
been jealous of Dnroc. 

These slanders were carried so far as to hint that ihe 
child whose birth Hortense expected was more nearly re- 
lated to Bonaparte than merely through the fact that bis 
step-danghter was his brother's wife. 

This was an infernal but skilfully-planned calumny ; 
for those who devised it well knew bow Bonaparte de- 
tested the merest snspicioa of ench immorahty, how strict 
he was in his own principles, and how repulsive it there- 
fore would be to him to find himself made the object of 
such infamous slanders. 

The conspirators calculated that, in order to terminate 

these evil rumors, the ^st consul would send bis brother 

and Hortense away to a distance, and that the fated Joae- 

pbine, being thus isolated, coold also be the more readily 
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removed. Ttiu . BonapBrte, being separated' from his 
guardian aogel, wonld no longer bear her whispering : 

" Bonaparte, do not ascend the throne t Be content 
with the glory of the greatest of mankind t Place no 
diadem npon thy brows ; do not make thyself a 
king ! " 

In Paris, as I have said, these shamefal calumnies 
were bnt very lightly whispered, but abroad they were 
only the more loudly heard. Bonaparte's enemies got 
hold of the scandalous story, and made a weapon of it 
with which to assail him as a hero. 

One morning Bonaparte was reading an English news- 
paper which had always been hostile to him, and which, 
w he well knew, wm the organ of Count d'Artois, then 
residing at Hartwell. As he continued to read, a dark 
shadow stole over his face, and he crumpled the paper in 
his clinched fist with a sudden and vehement motion. 
Then as suddenly i^in hia connt«nance cleared, and a 
prond smile flitted across it He hod his master of cere- 
monies summoned to his presence, and bade him issne 
the necessary inritationB for a court ball to be given, on 
the evening of the next day, at 6t. Oloud. He then went 
to Josephine to inform her in person of the projected 
fhU, and to say that he wished her to tell Kortense, who 
had been ailing for some time, that he particularly desired 
her to be present. 

Hortense had been too long accustomed to obey her 
stop-father's requests, to venture a refusal. She rose, 
therefore, from her conch on which she bad been in the 
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habit, for weeks paet, of reclining, busied with her own 
dreams and musings, and bade her waiting women pre- 
pare her attire for the ball. Still she felt anwell, and 
seriously hardened by this festive attire, which harmo- 
nized so little with her feelings, and was so far from be- 
coming to her figure, for she was only a few weeks from 
her confinement ; but with her gentle and yielding dis- 
position she did not venture, even in thought, to murmnr 
at the compulsion imposed apon her by her step-father's 
command. She therefore repaired, at the appointed hour, 
to the ball at St. Cloud. Bonaparte stepped forward to 
meet her with a friendly smile, and, instead of thanking 
her for coming at all, earnestly ui^^ her to dance. 

Hortense gazed at him with amazement. She knew 
that hitherto Bonaparte had always sought to avoid the 
sight of a woman in her condition ; he had frequently 
said that he thought there was nothing more indecent 
than for a female to join in the dance under such circom- 
stances, and now it was he who asked her to do that very 
tiling. 

For this reason Hortense hesitated at first to comply, 
but Bonaparte grew only the more pressing and vehement 
in his request. 

" You know how I like to see yon dance, Hortense," 
he said, with his irresistible smile ; " so do this mnoh for 
me, even if you take the floor only once, and ttiat for but 
a single coniredaTice." 

And Hortense, although most reluctant, although 
blushing with shame at the idea of exposing herself in 
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BQch xmseemlj shape to the gaze of all, obeyed and joined 
the d&DceB. 

This took place in Uie evening — how greatly surprieed, 
then, wae Hortense when next morning ehe found, in the 
paper that ehe usually read, a poem, extolling her per- 
formance in words of ravishing flattery, and referring to 
the fact that, notwithstanding her advanced state of preg- 
nancy, she had consented to tread a measare in the con- 
tredance, as a pecoliar trait of amiability I 

Hortense, however, far from feeling flattered by this 
very emphatic piece of verse, took it as an affront, and 
hastened at once to the Tnileries, to complain to her 
mother, and to ask her how it was possible that, so early 
as the very next morning, there could be verses published 
iv the newspapers concerning what had taken place at 
the ball on the preceding evening. 

Bonaparte, who happened to be with Josephine when 
Hortense came in, and was the first to be questioned by 
her, gave her only an evasive and jocose reply, and with- 
drew. Hortense then turned to her mother, who was 
leaning over on the divan, her eyes reddened with weep- 
ing and her heart oppressed with grief. To her, Bona- 
parte had given no evasive answer, but had told the 
whole truth, and Josephine's heart was at that moment 
to» full of wretchedness, too overladen with this fresh 
and hitter trouble, for her possibly to retain it within her 
own breast. 

Hortense insisted upon an explanation, and her moth- 
er gave it. She told her that Bonaparte had got the poet 
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ESsmeuard to write the vers^ beforehand, and that it wu' 
for this reason tliat he bad urged her to dance ; that he 
had ordered the ball for no other pttrpoee than to have 
her dance, and have the poem that complimented her and 
referred to her pregnancy pablifibed in the next day's 
paper. 

Then, when HortenBe, in terror, be^;ed to be in- 
formed of the ground for all these proceedings, Jose- 
phine had the emel courage to tell her of the slanders 
that had been oircnlated io reference to herself and Bona- 
parte, and to say that he had arranged the poem, the ball, 
and her participation in the dance, because, on the pre- 
ceding day, he had read in an English journal the calnm- 
niouB statement that Madame Lonis Bonaparte had safely 
given birth to a vigorons and healthy ehild some weelte 
previously, and he wished in this manner to refute the 
malicious statement. 

Hortense received this fresh wound with a cold smile 
of scorn. She had not a word of anger or indignation 
for this nnheard-of injury, this shameless slander ; she 
neither wept nor complained, but, as she rose to take 
leave of her mother, she swooned away, and it required 
hours of exertion to restore her to consciousness. 

A few weelcs later, Hortense was delivered of a dead 
male infant, and so passed away her last dream of happi- 
ness ; for thus was destroyed the hope of a better under- 
standing between her and her husband. 

Hortense rose from her aiok-bed with a firm, deter- 
mined heart. In those long, lonely days that she had 
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3 during her confinement, die had the time and op- 
portimity to meditate on laanj things, and keenly to esti- 
mate her whole present position and probable future. 
She had now become a modier, withoat having a child ; 
7«t the resolute energy of a mother remained to her. 
The yoathfnl, gentle, dreamy, enthuaiaetic girl bad now 
become transformed into a determined, active, energetic 
woman, that wotild no longer bow enbmiesively to the 
blows of fortune, but would meet them with an open and 
defiant brow. Since her fate could not be changed, she 
accepted it, all the while resolved no longer to bend to ite 
yoke, but to subdue it, and try to be happy by force of 
resolution ; and, since a charming, peaceful, and harmo- 
nione fireside at home was denied her, to at least make 
her house a pleasant gathering-point for her friends — for 
men of scientific and artistic attainments, for poets and 
singers, for punters and sculptors, and for men of learn- 
ing. Ere long, all Paris was talking about Madame Louis 
Bonaparte's drawing-rooms, the agreeable and elegant 
entertainments that were given there, and the concerts 
there arranged, in which the first singers of the day exe- 
cuted pieces that Hortense had composed, and Talma re- 
cited, with his wonderful, sonorous voice, the poems that 
she had written. Every one was ansious for admission 
to these entertainments, in which. the participants not 
merely performed their parts, bat gready enjoyed them- 
selves ae well ; where the guests indiilged in no backbit- 
ing or abuse, but found more worthy and elevated sub- 
jects of conversation ; where, in fine, they could admire; 
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the worts of poets and artists, and enjoy the newly- 
awakened inteUectnd spirit of the age. 

Hortenee had firmly made tip her mind that, since she 
had reaigned herself to accept the burden of exiBtence, 
she would strive to render it as agreeable as possible, and 
not to see any of its hateful and repulsive features, bnt to 
tarn away from them with a noble and disdainful pride. 
She had never even referred to the frightful calumnies 
which her mother had privately made known to her, nor 
had she deemed any defence or proof of her innocence at 
all necessary. She felt that there were certain accuse 
tions agtdnst which to even undertake defence is to ftd' 
mit their possibiUty, and which, therefore, could only be 
combated by silence. The slanders that had been flung 
at her lay in a plane so far beneath her, that they could 
not rise high enough to reach her, bnt fell powerless at 
her feet, whence she did not deem it even worth her while 
to thrust them. 

Bnt Bonaparte continued to feel outraged and wonnd- 
ed by this vile story, and it annoyed him deeply to learn 
that these rumors were still spread abroad, and that his 
foes still bestirred themselves to keep him ever on the 
alert, and, if possible, to dim the lustre of his glorionsly- 
won laurels by the shadow of an infamous crime. 

" There are still rumors abroad of a liaiaon between 
me and Hortense," said he one day to Bourrienne. " They 
have even invented the most repalsive stories concerning 
her first infant. At the time, I thought that these calum* 
nies were circulated among the public beoaofie the latter 
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80 earnestly desired that I might liave a cbild to inherit 
mj name. Bat it ia still spoken of, is it not f " 

" Tee, general, it is still spoken of ; asd I confess 
that I did not believe this calnmnj wonld be so long con- 
tanned." 

" This is really abominable ! " exclaimed Bonaparte, _ 
his eyea flashing with auger. " Ton, Bourrienne, yon 
best know what tmth there is in it Ton have heard 
and seen all ; not the smdlest circnmstance conld escape 
yon. Ton were her confidant in her love-affair with 
Dnroc. I expect yoa to clear me of this infamous re- 
proach if you should some day write my history. Pos- 
terity shall not associate my name with such infamy. I 
shall depend on you, Bourrienne, and you will at least 
admit that you have never believed in this abominable 
calumny i " 

" No, never, general." 

" I shall rely on yon, Bonrrienne, not only on my own 
acconnt, but for the sake of poor Hortense. She is, with- 
out this, nnbappy enough, as is my brother also. I am 
concerned abont this, because I love them both, and be- 
cause this very circnmstance gives color to the reports 
which idle chatterboxes have circnlated regarding my re- 
lations to lier. Therefore, bear this in mind when you 
write of me hereafter." 

" I shall do BO, general ; I shall tell the truth, but, un- 
fortunately, I can not compel the world to believe the 

BoTurienae has, at all events, kept his word, and 
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apoken the truth. With deep indignation be Bpnnui the 
ealumnj with which it haa been attempted to eully the 
memory of Bonaparte and Hoptenee, even down to onr 
time ; and, in hie anger, he even forgets the elegant and 
considerate language of the courteous diplomat, which is 
elsewhere always characteristic of his writings. 

" He lies in his throat," says Bourrienne, "who assert 
that Bonaparte entertained other feelings for Hortena* 
than those a step-father should entertain for his step- 
daughter ! Hortense entertained for the first consul a 
feeling of reverential fear. She always spoke to him 
tremblingly. She never ventured to approach him with 
a petition. She was in the habit of coming to me, and I 
then submitted her wishes ; and only when Bonaparte 
received them unfavorably did I mention the name of 
the petitioner. ' The silly thing ! ' said the first consul ; 
' why does she not speak to me herself ? Is she afraid of 
me ? ' Napoleon always entertained a fatherly affection 
for her ; since his marriage, he loved her as a father 
would have loved his child. I, who for years was a wit- 
ness of her actions in the most private relations of life, I 
declare that I have never seen or heard the slightest cir- 
cumstance that would tend to convict her of a criminal in- 
timacy. One must consider this calumny as belonging to 
the category of those which malice so willingly circulates 
about those persons whose career has been brilliant, and 
which credulity and envy so willingly believe. I declare 
candidly that, if I entertained the slightest doubt with re- 
gard to this horrible calumny, I would say so. But Bona- 
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parte u BO more I Impartial luetorj muBt not and shall 
not give countenance to tliig reproach ; Bhe ehoold not 
make of a father and friend a libertdoe I Malicione and 
hoetile authors have asserted, without, however, adducing 
any proof, that a criminal intimacy esisted between Bona- 
parte and Hortense. A falsehood, an nnwor&y false- 
hood 1 And thia report has been generally cnrrent, not 
only in France, but throughout all Europe. Alas ! can 
it, then, be true that calumny exercises so mighty a charm 
toat, when it has once taken posaession of a man, he can 
never be freed from it again "i " 



CHAPTEE V. 

KING OB EHPEBOB. 

JosEPHUTE'a entreaties had been froitleee, or Bona- 
parte had, at least, only yielded to them in their literal 
sense. She had said : " I entreat you, do not make your- 
self a king I " Bonaparte did not make himself king, he 
made himself emperor. He did not take up the crown 
that had fallen from the head of the Boorbons ; he cre- 
ated a new one for himself — a crown which the French 
people and Senate had, however, offered him. The rero- 
ladon still stood a threatening spectre behind the French 
people-; its return waa feared, and, since the discovery of 
the conspiracy of Georges, Korean, and Pichegm, the 
people anxionsly B«ked themselves what was to become 
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of France if the conspiratorB Bhonld succeed in marder^ 
ing Bonaparte ; and When the republic should again be 
sent adrift, without a pilot, on the wild sea of revolution. 
The people demanded that tlieir institutions should be 
securely established and maintained, and beUeved that 
this could only be accomplished by a dynasty — by a mo- 
narchical form of government The consulate for life 
must therefore be changed into an hereditary empire. 
Had not Bonaparte himself said : " One can be emperor 
of a republic, but not king of a republic ; these two terms 
are incompatible 1 " They desired to make Napoleon 
emperor, because they flattered themselves that in so i 
doing they should still he able to preserve the republic. 

On the 18th of May, of the year 1804, the plan that 
had been so long and carefully prepared was carried into 
execution. On the 18th of May, the Senate repwred to 
St. Cloud, to entreat Bonaparte, in the name of the peo- 
ple and army, to accept the imperial dignity, and ex- 
change the Koman chair of a consul for the French 
throne of an emperor. 

Cambac^res, the late second consul of the republic, 
stood at the head of the Senate, and upon him devolved 
the duty of imparting to Bonaparte the wishes of the 
French people. Cambae^rfis — who, as a member of the 
Convention, had voted for ^e condemnation of Louis 
XVI,, in order that royalty should be forever banished 
from French soil — tliis same Cambac^res was now the 
first to salute Bonaparte with " imperial majesty," and 
with the little word, so full of significance,, " sire." He 
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rewarded Oamboc^r^ for tliis bj vritiiig to him on the 
aame day, and appointiiig him high coaetable of the em- 
pire, as the first act of his imperial role. Id tiiis letter, 
the first docnmeBt in which Eonaparte signed himaelf 
merely Napoleon, the emperor retained the repnblicaa 
style of writing. He addreesed Cambac^r^B as " citizen 
consnl," and followed the revolutionary method of reck- 
oning time, his letter being dated " the 20th Flor^al, of 
the yew 12." 

The second act of the emperor, on the first day of his 
new dignity, was to invest the members of his family also 
with new dignities, and to confer upon them the rank of 
Princes of France, with the title "imperial highness." 
Moreover, he made his brother Joseph prince elector, 
and bis brother Louis conn^table. On the same day it 
devolved npon Lonis, in his new dignity, to present the 
generals and staS officers to the emperor, and then to 
condoct them to the emprese— the Empress Josephine. 

The prophecy of the negress of Martinique was now 
fulfilled. Josephine was "more than a qneen." Bnt 
Josephine, in the midst of the splendor of her new dig* 
nitj, coold only think, with an anxioos heart, of the 
prophecy of the clairvoyante of Paris, who had told her, 
"You will wear a crown, bat only for a short time." 
She felt that this wondrons fortune coold not last long — 
that the new emperor would have to do as the kings of 
old had done, and sacrifice his dearest possession to Fate, 
in order to appease the hnngry demons of vengeance 
and envy : and that he would, therefore, sacrifice her, 

ogle 
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in order to secure the perpetuity of his fortune and 
dynasty, 

' It was this that weighed down the heart of the new 
emprees, and made her shrink in alarm from her new 
grandeur. It was, therefore, with a feeling of deep anxi- 
ety that ehe took possession of the new titles and honors 
that Fate had showered upon her, as from an inexhausti- 
ble horn of plenty. With a degree of alarm, and ahnost 
with shame, she heard herself addressed with the titles 
with which she had addressed the Queen of France years 
before, in these same halls, when she came to the Tnile- 
ries as Marquise de Beauhamais, to do homage to the 
beautiful Marie Antoinette. She had died on the scaf- 
fold and now Josephine was the " majesty " that eat en- 
throned in the Tnileries, her brilliant court assembled 
around her, while in a retired nook of England the 
legitimate King of France was leading a lonely and 
gloomy life. 

Josephine, as we have said, was a good royalist ; and, 
as empress, she still mourned over the fate of the nnfor- 
tuuate Bourbons, and esteemed it her sacred duty to 
assist and advise those who, true to their principles and 
duties, had followed the royal family, or had emigrated, 
in order that tliey might, at least, not be compelled to do 
homage to the new system. Her purse was always at 
the service of the emigrants ; and, if Josephine continu- 
ally made debts, in spite of her enormous monthly allow- 
ance, her extravagance was not alone the cause, but also 
her kindly, generous heart ; for she was in the habit of 
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eettiiig apart the half of her monthly income, for the 
relief of poor eraigraate, and, do matter how great her 
own embarrassmeDt, or how presaing her creditors, she 
□ever suffered the amount devoted to the relief of mis- 
fortune and the reward of fldeKtj to be applied to aoj 
other purpose.* 

Now that Josephine was an empress, her daughter, 
the wife of the High Constable of France, took the sec- 
ond position at the brilliant court of the emperor. The 
daughter of the beheaded viscount was now a " Princesa 
of France," an "imperial highness," who must be ap- 
proached with reverence, who had her court and her 
maids of honor, and whose liberty and personal inclina- 
tions, as was also the case with her mother, were con- 
fined in the fetters of the strict etiquette which Napoleon 
required to be observed at the new imperial court. 

Bnt neither Josephine nor Hortense allowed herself 
to be blinded by this new splendor, A crown could con- 
fer npon Josephine no additional happiness; glittering 
titles could neitlier enhance Hortense's youth and beauty, 
nor alleviate her secret misery. She would have been 
contented to live in retirement, at the side of a beloved 
husband ; her proud position could not indemnify her 
for her lost woman's happiness. 

Bnt Fate seemed to pity the noble, gentle being, who 
knew how to bear misery and graildeur with the BWne 
smiling dignity, and offered her a recompetue for the 

* Mimoires sur la reina Hortense, par le B&tod van Scheltea, y(A 
1,^146. 
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overtlirow of her flret mother's hope — a new hope — she 
promised to become a mother again. 

Josephine received this intelligence with delight, for 
her daughter's hope waa a hope for her too. If Hortense 
should give birth to a son, the gods might be reconciled, 
and misfortune be banished from the head of tihe em- 
press. With this son, the dynasty of the new imperii 
family would be aaenred ; this son could be the heir of 
the imperial crown, and Kapoleon could well adopt as 
his own the child who was at the same time his nephew 
and his grandson. 

Napoleon promised Josephine that he wonld do this ; 
that he would rather content himself with an adopted 
son, in whom the blood of the emperor and of the em- 
press was mixed, than be compelled to separate himself 
from her, from his Josephine. Napoleon still loved bis 
wife; he still compared with tdl be thought good and 
beautiful, the woman who shed around his grandeur the 
lustre of her grace and lovelineee. 

When the people greeted their new emperor with 
loud cries of joy and thunders of applause, Napoleon, 
his countenance illumined with exultation, exclaimed: 
" How glorious a music is this I These acclamations and 
greetings sound as sweet and soft as the voice of Jose- 
phine! How prond and happy I am, to be loved by 
such a people ! " * * 

But his proud ambition was not yet sated. As he 
had once said, upon entering the Tuileries as first consul, 
" Bourrienne, vol. iv., p. 828. 
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" It is not enongh to he in the TtiilerieB ; one mast also 
remain there " — he now said : " It is not enough to have 
been made emperor by the French people; one must 
also have receiTed his consecration as emperor from the 
Pope of Home." 

And Napoleon was now mighty enongh to g^ve laws 
to the world ; not only to bend France, bat also foreign 
sorereigns, to his will. 

Napoleon dedred for his crown the papal consecra- 
tion ; and the Pope left the holy city and repaired to 
Paris, to g^ve the new emperor the blcBsing of the 
Chimjh in the Cathedral of Notre-Dame. This was 
a new halo aronnd Napoleon's head — a new, an un- 
bounded trinmph, which he celebrated over France, over 
the whole world and its prejudices, and over all the dy- 
nasties by the " grace of God." The Pope came to Paris 
to crown the emperor. The Grerman emperors had been 
compelled to make a pilgrimage to Home, to receive the 
papal benediction, and now the Pope made a pilgrimage 
to Paris to crown the French emperor, and acknowledge 
the son of the Revolution as the consecrated son of the 
Chnrch. Ail France was intoxicated with delight at this 
intelligence ; all France adored the hero, who made of 
the wonders of fiction a reality, and converted even the 
holy chair at Borne into the footstool of hie grandeur. 
Napoleon's journey with Josephine through France, un- 
dertaken while they awaited the Pope's coming, was, 
tiierefore, a single, continuous trinmph. It was not only 
the people who received him with shoats of joy, but the 
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Charch also sang to him, everywhere, her swncttis, eanc- 
tus, and the priests received him at the doors of their 
churches with loud beuedictious, extolling him as the 
eavior of France. Everywhere, the imperial couple was 
received with universal exultation, with the ringing of 
bells, with triumphal arches, and solemn addresses of 
welcome, the latter partaking sometimes of a trausceud- 
ental nature. 

" God created Bonaparte," said the Prefect of Arras, 
in his enthusiastic address to the emperor — " God created 
Bonaparte, aud then He rested." And Count Louis of 
Narbonne, at that time not yet won over by the emperor, 
and not yet grand-marshal of the imperial court, whis- 
pered, quite audibly: "God would have done better had 
He rested a little sodner ! " 

Finally, the intelligence overran all France, that the 
wonder, in which they had not yet dared to believe, had 
become reality, and that Pope Pius Til. had crossed the 
boundaries of France, and was now approaching the 
capital. The Holy Father of the Church, that had now 
arisen victoriously from the ruins of the revolution, was 
everywhere received by the people and authorities with 
the greatest honor. The old royal palace at Fontaine- 
bleau had, by order of the emperor, been refurnished with 
imperial magnificence, and, as a peculiarly delicate atten- 
tion, the Pope's bedchamber had been arranged in exact 
imitation of his bedchamber in the Quirinal at Rome. 
The emperor, empress, and their suite, now repaired to 
Fontainebleau, to receive Pope Pius VII. The whole 
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ceremony had, however, been previonslj arranged, and 
understanding had with the Pope concerning the varions 
questions of etiquette. In conformity with this prear- 
ranged ceremony, when the couriers annotmced the ap- 
proach of the Pope, Napoleon rode out to the chase, to 
give himself the appearance of meeting the Pope acci- 
dentally on hia way. The eqnipages and tlie imperial 
conrt ha<l taken position in the forest of Kemours. Na- 
poleon, however, attired in hunting-dresa, rode, with his 
suite, to the summit of a little hill, which the Pope's car- 
riage had just reached. The Pope at once ordered a 
halt, and the emperor also brought his suite to a stand 
with a gesture of his hand. A brief interval of profound 
silence followed. All felt that a great historical event 
was taking place, and the eyes of all were fastened in^ 
wondering expectation on the two chief figures of thia 
scene — on the emperor, who sat there on his horse, in 
his simple huntsman's attire ; and on the Pope, in his 
gold-embroidered robes, leaning back in his equipage, 
drawn by six horses. 

As Napoleon dismounted, the Pope hastened to de- 
scend from his carriage, hesitating a moment, however, 
after he had already placed his foot on the carriage- 
step ; but Napoleon's foot had already touched the earth. 
Pins could, therefore, no longer hesitate ; he must make 
up his mind to step, in his white, gold-embroidered satin 
slippers, on the wet soil, softened by a shower of rain, 
that had fallen on the previous day. The emperor's 
hnnting-boota wero certainly much better adapted to this 
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meetiag in the mnd than, the Pope's white eatin slip- 
pers. 

Emperor and Pope approached and embraced each 
other tenderly ; then, through the inattention of the 
coachmen, seemingly, the imperial eqnipage was set in 
motion, and, in its rapid advance, interrapted this tender 
embrace. It seemed to be the merest accident that the 
emperor stood on the right, and the Pope on* the left 
sde of the eqnipage, that had now been bronght to a 
stand again. The two doors of the carriage were simnl- 
taneously thrown open by the lackeys ; at the same timEi, 
the Pope entered the carriage on the left, and the em- 
peror on the right side, both seating themselres side by 
side at the same time. This settled the qneetion of eti- 
quette. Neidier had preceded the other, bat the em- 
peror occupied the seat of honor on the Pope's right. 

The coronation of the imperial pair took place on 
the 2d of December, 1804, in the Cathedral of Notre- 
Dame. Not only all Paris, bnt all France, was in motion 
on this day. An immense conconrse of people sniped 
to and fro in the streets ; the windows of all the houses 
were filled with richly-adorned and beantiful women, the 
bells were ringing in all the churches, and joyous mnsic, 
intermixed with the shoats of the people, was heard in 
every direction. For a moment, however, these shouts 
were changed into laughter, and that was when the papal 
procession approached, headed by an ass led by the 
halter, in accordance with an ancient custom of Eome. 
While the Pope, with the high dignitaries of the Church, 
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repured to the cathedral to await there the comiiig of 
the imperial coaple, Napdeon was putting on the impe- 
rial insignia in the Tuileries, enveloping himself in the 
green velvet mantle, hordered with ermine, and thicklj 
Btudded with brilliants, and arraying himself in the 
whole glittering paraphernalia of his new dignity. 
"When already on the point of leaving the Tuileries with 
his wife, who stood at his side in her imperial attire, 
Bonaparte suddenly gave the order that the notary Bagi- 
deau should be called to the palace, ba he desired to see 
him at once. 

A messenger was at once sent, in an imperial equi- 
page, to bring him from his dwelling, and in a quarter 
of an hour the little notary Eagideau entered the cabinet 
of the emprese, in which the imperial pair were alone, 
awuting him in tl^eir glittering attire. 

His eyes beaming, a triumphant smile on his lips, 
Napoleon stepped forward to meet the little notary. 
" Well, Master Ragideau," said he, gayly, " I have had 
you called, merely to ask you whether General Bonaparte 
really possesaes nothing besides his hat and his sword, or 
whether you will now forgive Viscountess Beauhamus 
for having married me ; " and, as Bagideau looked at 
him in astonishment, and Josephine asked the meaning 
of his strange words, Bonaparte related how, while 
standing in Kagideau's antechamber on' a certain occa- 
sion, he had heard the notary advising Josephine not to 
marry poor little Bonaparte ; not to become the wife of the 
general, who possessed nothing but his hat and his sword. 
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The notary's words had entered the ambitions joratg 
man's heart like a dagger, and had wounded him deeply. 
Bat he had uttered no complaint, and made no mention 
of it ; but to-day, on the day of his sapreme trinmph, to- 
day the emperor remembered that moment of humilia- 
tion, and, arrayed with the full insignia of the highest 
earthly dignity, he accorded himself the trinmph of re- 
minding the little notary that he had once advised Jose- 
phine not to marry him, because of his poverty. 

The poor General Bonaparte had now transformed 
himself into tlie niighty Emperor Napoleon. Then he 
pOBsesaed nothing but hia hat and his sword, but now the 
Pope awaited him in the cathedral of Notr&-B&me, to 
place the golden imperial crown on his head. 



CHAPTER VI. 
napoleon's heir. 

HoRTENSB had not been able to take any part in the 
festivities of the coronation ; but another festivity had 
been prepared for her in the retirement of her apart- 
ments. She had given birth to a sod ; and in this child 
the happy mother found consolation and a new hope, 

Josephine, who had assumed the imperial crown with 
a feeling of foreboding sadness, received the intelligence 
of the birth of her grandson with exultation. It seemed 
to her tliat the clouds that had been gathering over her 
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head were now dissipated, aad that a daj of tmcloaded 
sonehine now smiled down upon her, Horteuse bad as- 
sured her mother's fntnre ; she bad given birth to a son, 
and had thus given a first support to the new imperial 
dynasty. There was now no longer a reason why Na- 
poleon should entertain the thoughts of a separation, for 
there was a son to whom he conld one day bequeath the 
imperial throne of France. 

The emperor also seemed to be disposed to favor Jose* 
phiue's wi^ee, and to adopt his brother's son as his own. 
Had he not requested the Pope to delay his departure 
for a few days, in order to baptize the child t The Pope 
performed this sacred rite at St Clond, the emperor hold- 
ing the child, and Madame Letitia standing at his side aa 
second witness. Hortense now posseseed an object upon 
which she conld lavish the whole wealth of love that had 
until now lain concealed in her heart. The httle Kapo- 
leoQ Obarles was Hortense's first happy love ; and she 
gave way to this intoxicating feeling with the most in- 
tense delight. 

Josephine's house was now her home in the fullest 
sense of the word ; she no longer shued her home with 
her husband, and could now bestow her undivided love 
«nd care upon her child. Louis Kapoleon, the Grand- 
Constable of France, had been appointed Governor of 
Piedmont by Napoleon ; uid Hortense, owing to her 
delicate health, had not been compelled to accompany 
him, but had been permitted to rem^n in her little 
house in Paris, which she could exchange when anm- 
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mer came for her hofibaud'a new estate, the castle of 
Saint-Leu. 

Bnt the tranquillity which Josephine enjoyed with 
her child in tl"'p charnung conDtrj-resort was to be of 
short duration. The brother and sister-in-law of the em- 
peror coiild not hope to be permitted to lead a life of 
retirement. They were rays of the eon that now dazzled 
the whole world ; they mnst fulfil their destiny, and con- 
tribute their light to the ruling snn. 

An order of Napoleon recalled the conetable, who 
had retnmed from Piedmont a short time before, and 
repaired to Saint-Leu to see his son, to Paris. Napoleon 
had appointed his brother to a brilliant destiny ; the Con- 
stable of France was to become a king. Delegates of the 
Republic of Batavia, the late Holland, had arrived in 
Paris, and requested their mighty neighbor, the Em- 
peror Napoleon, to give them a hing, who should unite 
them with the glittering empire, through the ties of 
blood. Napoleon intended to fulfil their wishes, and 
present them with a king, in the person of hie brother 
Louis. 

But Louis was rather appalled than dazzled by diia 
offer, and refused to accept the proposed dignity. In 
this refusal he was also in perfect harmony with his 
wife, who did all in her power to strengthen his reso- 
lution. Both felt that the crown which it was proposed 
to place on their heads would be nothing more than a 
golden chain of dependence ; that the King of Holland 
nld be nothing more than the vassal of Fnuee : and 
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their person&l relafdons to each other added another ob- 
jection to thiB politicfil consideration. 

In Paris, hosband and wile conld forget the chain 
that bound them together ; there they were in the circle 
of their friends, and could avoid each other. The great, 
ghttering imperial eoort served to separate and reconcile 
the yoong conple, who bad never forgiven themselves 
for having fettered each other in this involontary onion. 
In Paris they bad amuBements, friends, society ; while in 
Holland they would live in entire dependence on each 
other, and hear continually the rattling of the chain with 
which each had bound the other to the galley of a nnion ■ 
withont love. 

Both felt this, and both were, therefore, united in the 
endeavor to ward off this new misfortune that was sus- 
pended over their heads, in the form of a kingly crown. 

But how could they resist succesefnlly the iron will of 
Napoleon ! Hortense had never had the courage to ad- 
dress Kapoleon directly on the subject of her wishes and 
petitions, and Josephine already felt that her wishes no 
longer exercised the power of earlier days over the em- 
peror. She therefore avoided interceding where she was 
not sure of being succeesfnl. 

At the outset, Louis had the courage to resist hia 
brother openly ; but Napoleon's angry glance annihilated 
hia opposition, and his gentle, yielding nature was forced 
to snccnmb. In the presence of the deputation of the 
Batavian Kepnblic, that so ardently longed for a sceptre 
and crown, Napoleoo appealed to his Invther Louis to ae- 
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cept the crowH which had been freely tendered him, and 
to be to liis country a king who would respect and pro- 
tect its liberties, ita laws, and its religion. 

With emotion, Louis Bonaparte declared himself 
ready to accept this crown, and to be a good and true 
mler to his new country. 

And to keep this oath faithfully was from this time 
the single and eacred endeavor to which he devoted his 
every thought and energy. The people of Holland hav- 
ing chosen him to be their king, he was determined to do 
honor to their choice ; having been compelled to give up 
his own country and nationality, he determined to.belong 
to his new country with hia whole heart and being — to 
become a thorough Hollander, as he could no longer re- 
main a Frenchman. 

This heretofore so gentle and passive nature now de- 
veloped an entirely new energy ; this dreamer, this pale, 
silent brother of the emperor, was now suddenly trans- 
formed into a bold, self-reliant man of action, who had 
fixed his gaze on a noble aim, and was ready to devote 
all the powers of his being to its attainment. As King 
of Holland, he desired, above all, to be beloved by his 
subjects, and to be able to contribute to their welfare and 
happiness. He studied their language with untiring dili- 
gence, and made himself acqaainted with their muinerB 
and onstoras, for the purpose of making them his own. 
He investigated the sources of their wealth and of their 
wants, and sought to develop the former and relieve the 
latter. He wm reatlew in his efforts to provide for his 
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country, and to merit the love and confidence which his 
subjects beetowed on him. 

Hie wife also exerted herself to do justice to her new 
and glittering position, and to wear worthily the crown 
which she had so auwillingly accepted. In her drawing- 
rooms she brought together, at brilHant entertainments, 
the old aristocracy and the new nobility of Holland, and 
tanght the stiff society of that country the fine, nncon- 
strained tone, and the vivticions iuteUectual conversation 
of Parisian society. It waa under Hortense's fostering 
hand tJiat art and science first made their way into the 
aristocratic parlors of Holland, giving to their social re- 
unions a higher and nobler importance. 

And Hortense was not only tlie protectress of art and 
science, bnt also the mother of the poor, the ministering 
angel of the unhappy, whose tears she dried, and whose 
misery she alleviated — and this royal pair, though adored 
and blessed by their subjects, could not find within their 
palaces the least refiection of the happiness they so 
well knew how to confer upon others without its walls. 
Between these two beings, so gentle and yielding to 
others, a strange antipathy continued to exist, and not 
even the birth of a second, and of a third, eon could fill 
op the chasm that separated them. 

And this chasm was soon to be broadened by a new 
blow of destiny. Hortcnse's eldest, the adopted son of 
Kapoleon, tlie presumptive heir to his throne, the child 
that Kapoleon loved so dearly that he often played with 
him for hours on the terraces of St. Cloud, the child Jo- 
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eepUne worBhipped, becanse its exiBtence eeemed to as- 
sare her own happinesB, the child that had awakened the 
£ret feeling of motherly bliss in Hortense's bosom, the 
child that had often even consoled Lonis Bonaparte for 
the uuenjoyable present widi bright hopes for the fature 
— the little Napoleon Charles died in the year 1807, of 
the measles. 

This was a terrific blow that stniek the parents, and 
the imperial pair of France with equal force. Napole- 
on's eyes filled with tears when this intelligence was 
broaght him, and a cry of horror escaped Josephine's 
hps. 

" Now I am lost 1 " she mnrmnred in a low voice ; 
" now my fate is decided. He will put me away." 

But after this first egotistical ontbarst of her own 
paiu, she hastened to the Hague to weep with her 
daughter, and bring her away from the place associated 
with her loss and her anguish. Hortense returned with 
the empress to St. Cloud ; while her husband, who had 
almost succumbed to his grief, was compelled to seek 
renewed health in the baths of the Pyrenees. The royal 
palace at the Hague now stood desolate again ; death had 
banished life and joy from its halls; and, though the 
royal pair were subsequently compelled to return to it, 
joy and happiness came back with them no more. 

£ing Louis had returned from the Pyrenees in a 
more gloomy and ill-natured frame of mind than ever ; 
a sickly distrust, a repulsive irritability, had taken pos- 
sesaiou of his whole being, and his young wife no longer 
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had the good-will to bear with hie caprioee, and excase 
his irritable dispoeition. They were totally different in 
their views, desires, inclinations, and aspirations; and 
their children, instead of being a means of reuniting, 
seemed to estrange them the more, for each insisted on 
considering them his or her exclusive property, and in 
having them educated according to his or her views and 
triehes. 

But Hortense was soon to forget her own honsebold 
tronbles and cares, in the greater misery of her mother. 
A letter from Josephine, an agonized appeal to her 
daughter for consolation, recalled Hortense to her moth- 
er's side, and she left the Hagne and hastened to Paris. 



CHAPTER TIL 

FBEUOMTnOMS. 

Jobephihe'b fears, and Uie prophecies of the French 
clairvoyante, were now about to be fulfilled. The crown 
which Josephine had reluctantly and sorrowfully ac- 
cepted, and which she had afterward worn with so much 
grace and amiability, with such natural majesty and dig^ 
nity, was about to fall from her head. Napoleon had 
the cruel courage, now that the dreamed-of future had 
been realized, to put away from hirn the woman who 
had loved him and chosen him when he had nothing to 
ofiEer her but his hopes for the future. Josephine, wito, 
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with smiling courage and brave fidelity, had stood at his 
aide in the times of want and humiliation, wae now to 
be banished from his side into the isolation of a glitter- 
ing widowhood. Kapoleon had the courage to determine 
that this should be done, but he lacked the courage to 
break it to Josephine, and to pronounce the word of 
separation himself. He was determined to sacrifice to 
his ambition the woman he had so long called his " good 
angel;" and he, who had never trembled in battle, trem- 
bled at the thought of her tears, and avoided meeting 
her sad, entreating gaze. 

Bnt Josephine divined the whole terrible misfortune 
. that hung threateningly over her head. She read it in 
the glooray, averted countenance of the emperor, who, 
since his recent return from Vienna, had caused the door 
that connected his room with that of his wife to be 
locked; she read it in the faces of the courtiers, who 
dared to address her with less reverence, but with a 
touch of compassionate sympathy ; she heard it in the 
low whispering that ceased when she approached a group 
of persons in her parlors ; it was betrayed to her in the 
covert, mysterious insinuations of the public press, which 
attached a deep and comprehensive significance to the 
emperor's journey to Vienna. 

She knew that her destiny must now be fulfilled, and 
that she was too weak to offer any resistance. But she 
was determined to act her part as wife and empress 
worthily to the end. Her tears should not flow out- 
wardly, but inwardly to her grief-stricken h^art ; she 
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scppreBsed her sighs with a Bmile, and concealed the 
pallor of her cheeks with ronge. Bnt she longed for a 
heart to whom she could confide her angnish, and ehow 
her tears, and therefore called her daughter to her side. 

How painful was this reunion of mother and dangh- 
ter, how many tears were shed, how bitter were the lamen- 
tations Josephine whispered in her daughter's ear 1 

" If you knew," said she, " in what torments I have 
passed the last few weeks, in which I was no longer his 
wife, although compelled to appear before the world as 
such ! What glances, Hortense, what glances courtierB 
fasten upon a discarded woman 1 In what uncertainty, 
what expectancy more cruel than death, have I lived and 
am I still hving, awaiting the lightning stroke that has 
- long glowed in Napoleon's eyes I " * 

Hortense listened to her mother's lamentations with a 
heart full of bitterness. She thought of how she had 
been compelled to sacrifice her own happiness to that of 
her mother, of how she had been condemned to a union 
without love, in order that the happiness of her mother's 
union might be established on a firm basis. And now all 
had been in vain ; the sacrifice had not sufficed to arrest 
the tide of misfortune now about to bear down her un- 
happy mother. Hortense could do nothing to avert it. 
She was a queen, and yet only a weak, pitiable woman, 
who envied the beggar on the street her freedom and her 
humble lot Both mother and daughter stood on the 
summit of earthly magnificence, and yet this empress and 
• Josephina'a own worda. — Bourrienne, toL riii, p. S48> 
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this qaeen felt tbemselfes so poor and miserable, that 
they looked back with envy at the days of the revolution 
— the days In which they had led in retirement a life of 
poverty and want. Then, though strtiggling with want 
and care, they had been rich in hopes, in wishes, in illn- 
eions ; now, they poasessed all that could adorn life ; now 
millions of men bowed down to them, and sainted them 
with the proud word "majesty," and yet empress and 
queen were now poor in hopes and wishes, poor In the 
illusions that lay shattered at their feet, and rejoicing 
only in the one happiness, that of being able to confide 
their misery to each other, 

A few days after her arrival, the emperor caused Hor 
tense to be called to his cabinet. He advanced toward 
her with vivacity, but before the gaze of her large eyes 
the glance of the man before whom the whole world now 
bowed, almost quailed. 

" Horfense," said he, " we are now called on to decide 
an important matter, and it is our duty not to recoil. 
The nation has done so much for me and my family, 
that I owe them the sacrifice which they demand of mo. 
The tranquillity and welfare of France require that I 
shall choose a wife who can give the country en heir to 
the throne. Josephine has been living in suspense and 
ongnish for ax months, and this must end. You, Hor* 
tense, are her dearest friend and her confidante ; she loves 
you more than all else in the world. Will yon undertake 
to prepare your mother for this step ? Ton would there- 
by relieve my heart of a heavy burden." 
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Hortease tad the strength to suppress her tears, and 
fasten her eyes on the emperor's countenaDce in a firm, 
determined gaze. His glance again quailed, as the lion 
recoils from the angry glance of a pure, innocent woman. 
Horteose had the courage to positively refuse the em- 
peror's request 

" How, Horteose 1 " exclaimed Napoleon -with emo 
tion. " You then refuse my request ? " 

" Sire," said she, hardly able longer to restrain her 
tears, " sire, I have not the strength to stab my mother 
to the heart." * 

And regardless of etiquette, Hortenee turned away 
and left the emperor's cabinet, the tears pouring in 
atreama from her eyes. 



CHAPTER Tin. 



Napoleon made one other attempt to impart to Jose- 
phine, through a third person, the distressing tidings of 
his determination with regard to herself. He begged 
Eugene, the Viceroy of Italy, to come to Paris, and on 
his arrival informed him of his intentions and of his 
wish. Eugene, like his sister, received this intelligence 
in silent suhmissireness, but like his sister, he refused to 
impart to his mother, tidings that must destroy her hap" 
pinese forever. 

•Sohelten,Tol.li„p.4S. 
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The emperor had finally to make ap his mind to im- 
part the distreBsing tidings in person. 

It was on the 30th of November, 1809. The em- 
peror and empreee dined, ae ueual, at the same table. 
His gloom; aspect on entering the room made Jose- 
phine's heart quake ; she read in his countenance that 
the fatal hour had come. But she repressed the tears 
which were mshing to her eyes, and looked entreatingly 
at her daughter, who sat on the opposite aide of the table, 
a deathly pallor on her countenance. 

Not a word was spoken during this gloomy, ominous 
dinner. The sighs and half-suppresBed moaning that es- 
caped Josephine's heaving breast were qnite audible. 
Without, the wind shrieked and howled dismally, and 
drove the rain violently against the window-panes ; with- 
in, an ominous, oppressive silence prevailed. The eommo' 
tion of Nature contrasted, and yet, at the same time, har- 
monized strangely with this human silence. Napoleon 
broke this silence but once, and that was when, in a harsh 
voice, he asked the lackey, who stood behind him, what 
time it was. Then all was still as before. 

At last Napoleon gave the signal to rise from the 
table, and coffee was then taken standing. Kapuleon 
drank hastily, and then set the cup down with a trem- 
bling band, making it ring out as it touched the table. 
With an angry gesture he dismissed the attendants. 

"Sire, may Hortense remain?" asked Josephine, 
almost inaudibly. 

"Nol'* exclaimed the emperor, vehemently. Hor 
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teuBe made & profound obeisance, and, taking leave of 
her mother with a look of tender compaBBion, left the 
room, followed by the rest. 

The imperial pair were now alone. And how hor- 
rible was this being left alone under the circumstancee ; 
how sad the silence in which they sat opposite each 
other I How strange the glance which the emperor fast- 
ened on his wife I 

She read in his excited, quivering features the strog- 
gle that moved his soul, but she also read in them that 
her hour was come I 

As he now approached her, his outetretehed hand 
trembled, and Josephine shudderingly recoiled. 

Kapoleon took her hand in his, and laid it on hia 
heart, regarding her with a long and sorrowful farewell- 
glance. 

"Josephine," said he, his voice trembling with emo- 
tion, " my good Josephine, yon know that I have loved 
you ! To you, and to you alone, do I owe the only mo- 
ments of happiness I have enjoyed in this world. Jose- 
phine, my destiny is stronger than my will. My dearest 
desires must yield to the interests of France." * 

" Speak no further," cried Josephine, withdrawing 
her hand angrily—" no, speak no further. I understand 
you, and I expected this, but the blow is not the less 
deadly." 

She could speak no further, her voice failed. A feel- 
ing of despair came over her ; the long-repressed storm 

* The emperor's own woida. See Bonrrieime, voLiiL, p. ML 
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of agony at last broke forth. She wept, ehe wrong her 
hands ; groans escaped her heaviog breast, and a lond 
crj of anguish buret from her lips. She at last fainted 
away, and was thus relieved from a conscioosness of her 
snfEeringB. 

When she awoke she fonnd herself on her bed, and 
Hortense and her physician Corvisart at her side. Jose- 
phine stretched out her trembliug arms toward her 
danghter, who threw herself on her mother's heart, sob- 
bing bitterly. Corvisart silently withdrew, feeling that 
he could be of no further assistance. It had only been 
in his power to recall Josephine to a oonsciousnees of her 
misery ; but for her misery itself he had no medicine ; 
he knew that her tears and her daughter's sympathy 
could alone give relief. 

Josephine lay weeping in her daughter's arms, when 
Kapoleon came in to inquire after her condition. As he 
seated himself at her bedside, she shrank back with a 
feeling of horror, her tears ceased to flow, and her nen- 
ally BO mild and joyous eyes now shot glances of anger 
and ofEended love at the emperor. But love soon con- 
quered anger. She extended her tremulous hand to Na- 
poleon ; the sad, sweet smile, peculiar to woman, trem- 
bled on her lips, and, in a gentle, touching voice, she 
said : " Was I not right, my friend, when I shrank back 
in terror from the thought of becoming an empress?'' * 

Napoleon made no reply. He turned away and 

* Josephine's own narrative. See BonrrieDue, voL lit, p. 848, 
<f teq, 
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wept. But these farewell tears of hie love could not 
change Joeephine's fate ; the emperor had already deter- 
mined it irrevocably. His demand of the hand of the 
Archdnchese Marie Louise had already been acceded to 
in Yieiina. Nothing now remained to be done bat to 
remove Josephine from the throne, and elevate a new, a 
legitimate empress, to the vacant place 1 

The emperor could not and woald not retrace his 
steps. He assembled abont him all his brothers, all the 
kings, dnkes, and princes, created by his mighty will, 
and in the state-chambers of the Tnileries, in the pres- 
ence of his court and the Senate, the emperor appeared ; 
at Ids side the empress, arrayed for the last time in all the 
insignia of the dignity she was about to lay aside forever. 

In a loud, firm voice the emperor declared to the as- 
sembly his determination to divorcee himself from hie 
wife ; and Josephine, in a trembling voice, often int«r- 
rupted by tears, repeated her husband's words. The 
arch-chancellor, Cambac^r^s, then caused the appropriate 
paragraph of the CoeU Civile to be read, applied it to the 
case nnder consideration, in a short, terse address, and 
pronounced the union of the emperor and empress dis- 
solved. 

This ended the ceremony, and satiefied the require- 
ments of the law. Josephine had now only to take leave 
of her husband and of the court, and she did this with 
the gentle, angelic composure, in the graceful, sweet 
manner, which was hers in a degree possessed by few 
other womeiL 
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As she bowed profonndly to Napoleon, her pale face 
illamined by inward emotion, his lips murmared a few 
inaadible words, and hie iron coantenance qtdvered for 
an instant with pain. As she then walked through the 
chamber, her children, HortenBe and Eugene, on either 
aide, and greeted all with a last soft look, a last incUna- 
tion of the head, nothing could be heard but weeping, 
and even those who rejoiced over her downfall, because 
they hoped much from the new empress and the new 
dynasty, were now moved to tears by this silent and yet 
BO eloquent leave-taking. 

The sacrifice was accomplished. Napoleon had sao- 
rificed his dearest possession to ambition; he hod di- 
vorced himself from Josephine. 

On the same day she left the I'aileries to repair to 
Malmaison, her future home — to Malmmson, that had 
once been the paradise, and was now to be the widow's 
seat, of her love. 

Josephine left the court, but the hearts of those who 
constituted this court did not leave her. During the 
next few weeks the crowds of the coming and going on 
the road from Paris to Malmaison presented the appear- 
ance of a procession ; the equipages of all the kings and 
princes who were sojourning in Paris, and of all the 
nobles and dignitaries of the new France, were to be 
seen there. Even the Faubourg St.-G«rmain, that still 
preserved its sympathy for the Bourbons, repaired to the 
empress at Malmaison. And this pilgrimage was made 
by the poor and humble, as well as by the rich and great. 
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AH wished to saj to the emprees that they still loved and 
honored her, and that she was still enthroned in their 
hearts, although her rule on the throne was at an end. 

The whole people monrned with Josephine and her 
children. It was whispered about that Napoleon's star . 
*ould now grow pale ; that, with Josephine, his good 
angel had left him, and that the future would avenge 
her tears. 



CHAPTER IX. 



; Josephine was weeping over her divorce at 
Malmaison, Hortense was seeking one for herself. A 
divorce which her mother lamented as a misfortune, be* 
cause she still loved her husband, would have conferred 
happiness npon Hortense, who never had loved her huS' 
band. Once again in harmony with her husband, Hor 
tense entreated the emperor to permit them to be di- 
yorced, and the king united his entreaties with those of 
the queen. 

But Napoleon was unrelenting. His family should 
not appear before the people as diEr^;arding the sanctity 
of the marriage bond. For state reasons he had separated 
from his wife, and for state reasons he could not give his 
consent to the dissolution of the union of his brother and 
step -daughter. They must, tlierefore, contiaae to drag 
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the chain that miited &em ; and they did, bat with angr} 
hearts. 

Lonis retnrned to Holland in a more depreased 8tat« 
of mind than ever ; while Hortenee and her two children, 
in obedience to Napoleon's express comraaad, remained 
in Paris for some time. Thej were to attend the festivi- 
ties that were bood to take place at the imperial court in 
honor of the marriage of the emperor with tie Arch- 
dnchese Marie Louise of Austria. The daughter of the 
divorced empress, with the emperor's sisters, had been 
selected to carry the train of the new empress on the 
marriage-day. Napoleon wished to prove to France and 
to all Europe that there was no other law in his family 
than his will, and that the daughter of Josephine had 
never ceased to be his obedient daughter also. Napoleon 
wished, moreover, to retain near his young wife, in order 
that she might have at her side a gentle and tender men- 
tor, the queen who had inherited Josephine's grace and 
loveliness, and who, in her nohle womanhood, would set 
a good example to the ladies of his court Hortense 
mutely obeyed the emperor's command ; on the 1st of 
April, 1810, the day of the onion of Marie Louise with 
the emperor, she, together with his sisters, bore the train 
of the new empress. 8he alone did this without making 
any resistance, while it was only after the most violent 
opposition to Napoleon's command that his sisters, Queen 
Caroline of Naples, the Duchess Pauline of Guastalla, 
and the Grand-duchess Elise of Tuscany, oonsented to 
undergo the hnmiliation of walking behind their new 
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eovereign as humble eabjeete. And the emperor'fl siBtera 
were not the only pereons who regarded the imperial pair 
-ffith displeasore on the day of the marriage celebration. 
Only a small number of the high dignitaries of the 
Church had responded to the invitation of the grand" 
master of ceremonies, and attended the marriage celebra* 
tion in the chapel in the Tnileries. 

The emperor, who did not wish to punish his sisters 
for their opposition, coald at least punish the absence of 
the cardinals, and he did this on the following day. He 
exiled those cardinals who had not appeared in the chapel, 
forbade them to appear in their red robes thenceforth, 
tmd condemned them to the black penitent's dress. 

The people of Paris ako received the new emprew 
with a languid euthimaBm. They regarded the new 
" Austrian " with gloomy forebodings ; and when, on the 
occasion of the ball given by Prineo Schwartzenberg in 
honor of the imperial marriage, « short time afterward, 
the fearful flro occurred that coat so many human live* 
and destroyed so much family happiness, the people r*. 
membered with terror that other misfortune that had oc- 
curred on the day of the entry of Marie Antoinette into 
Paris, uid called this fire an earnest of the misfortunei 
which the "Austrian" would bring upon France and the 
emperor. 

■While Hortenee was compelled to attend the festavj. 
ties given in honor of the new empress in Paris, a dark 
8torm-<!!oTid was gathering over her husband's head, that 
was soon to threaten his life and his crown. 
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When Lottis, at the emperor's comnjand, accepted the 
crown of Holland, he had solemnly sworn to be a faithful 
rnler to his new people, and to devote his whole being to 
their welfare. He was too honest a man not to keep this 
oath sacredly. His sole endeavor was to make such ar- 
rangements, and provide snch laws, as the welfare and 
prosperity of Holland seemed to require, without in the 
least considering whether these laws were conducive to 
the interests' of Prance or not. He would not regard 
Holland as a province dependent upon France, of which 
he was the governor, but as an independent land that had 
chosen him to be its free and independent king. But 
Napoleon did not view the matter in the same light ; in 
his eyes it was sacrilege for the kingdom of Holland to 
refuse to conform itself in every respect to the interests 
of its powerful neighbor, France. 

When Napoleon invested his brother with the crown 
of Holland, he had charged him " to be a good king to 
his people, but at the same time to remain a good French- 
man, and protect the interests of France." Louis had, 
however, endeavored to become a good Hollander ; and 
when the interests of France and Holland came into con- 
flict, the king took the side of his new country, and acted 
as a Hollander. He was of the opinion that the welfare 
of Holluid depended on its commerce and industry only, 
and that it could only be great through its commercial 
importance ; he therefore reduced the army and navy, 
making merchantmen of the men-of-war, and peaceful 
Bailors of their warlike seamen. 
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Napoleon, however, regarded this conversion with dis- 
may, and angrily reproached the King of Holland for 
" disarming whole squadrons, discharging seamen, and 
disorganizing the army, ontil Holland was without pow- 
er, both on land and water, as though warehouses and 
clerks were the material elements of power." Napoleon 
reproached the king still more bitterly, however, for hav- 
ing re-estabhshed commercial relations with England, for 
having raised the blockade for Holland which France had 
established against England, and for having permitted 
the American ships, that had been banished from the 
ports of France, to anchor qnietly in those of Holland. 

The emperor demanded of the King of Holland that 
he Bhonid conform himself to his will and to the inter- 
ests of France onconditionfJly ; that he should imme- 
diately break off fJl commercial relatione between Hol- 
land and England ; that he should re-establish p. fleet, of 
forty ships-of-the-line, seven frigates, and seven brigs, 
and an army of twenty-five thousand men, and that he 
should abolish all the privileges of the nobility that were 
contrary to the constitution. 

King Louis had the courage to resist these demands, 
in the name of Holland, and to refuse to obey instruc- 
tions, the execution of which must necessarily have af- 
fected the material interests of Holland most injnrionsly. 

Napoleon responded to this refusal with a declaration 
of war. The ambassador of Holland received his pass- 
port, and a French army corps was sent to Holland, to 
punish the king's insolence. 
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Bat the misfortnne that threatened Holland had 
called the king's whole enet^ into activity, and Napole- 
on's anger and threats were powerless to break his reso- 
lution. Ab ihe commander of the French troops, the 
Dake of Beggio, approached Amsterdam, to laj siege to 
that city and thereby compel the king to yield, Louis 
determined rather to descend from his throne than to 
■nbmit to the unjust demands of France. He, therefore, 
iasued a proclamation to his people, in which he told 
them that he, convinced that he could do nothing more 
to promote their welfare, and, on the contrary, believ 
ing that he was an obstacle in the way of the restora' 
tioQ of friendly relations between his brother and Hol- 
land, had determined to abdicate in favor of his two 
sons, Napoleon Louis and Charles Lonis Napoleon. 
Until they should attain their majority the qneen, in con- 
formity with the constitution, was to be regent He 
then took leave of his subjects, in a short and touching 
address. He now repaired, in disguise, and under the 
name of Count de St Leu, through the states of his 
brother Jerome, King of Westphalia, and through Sax- 
ony to Toplitz. 

Here he learned that Napoleon, far from respecting 
and fulfilling the conditions of his abdication, had united 
the kingdom of Holland with the empire. The king 
published a protest against this action of the emperor, in 
which, in the name of his son and heir. Napoleon Louis, 
he denonnced this act of the emperor as a totally unjusti- 
fiable act of violence, and demanded that the kingdom of 
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Holland ihoold be re-establiBhed, ia all itA integrity, de- 
claring the annexation of Holland to France to be null 
and void, in the name of himself and his eona. 

Napoleon responded to this protest by oansing the 
king to be informed hj the French ambaseador in Yi- 
enna that tmless he returned to Frauce bj the let of 
December, 1810, he should be regarded and treated as a 
rebel, who dared to resiBt the head of hia family uid 
violate the constitution of the empire. 

Lonis neither answered nor conformed to this threat. 
He repaired to G-riltz, in Styria, and lived there as a pri- 
vate gentleman, beloved and admired, not only by those 
who came in contact with him ttiere, bnt enjoying the 
esteem of all Em-ope, which he had won by the noble 
and truly mf^animous manner in which he had sacri- 
ficed hia own grandeor to the welfare of his people. 
Even his and Napoleon's enemies conld not withhold 
irom the King of Holland the tribnte of their respect, 
and even Lonis XYIII. said of him : " By his abdication, 
Lonis Bonaparte ha« become a true king ; in renonncing 
his crown, he has shown himself worthy to wear it. He 
ia the first monarch who has made so great a sacrifice 
ont of pure love for his 3>eople ; others have also relin- 
quished their thrones, bat they did it when weary of 
power. But in this action of the King of Holland there 
is something truly snblime^something that was not 
dnly appreciated at first, bnt which will be admired b^ 
posterity, if I miatake not, greatly." * 

* H^olree d'nne Fantne de Quality vol t., p. 47. 
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In Grate, Louia Bonaparte, Coimt de St. Leti, lived a 
few peaceful, trangnil years, perhaps the first years of 
happiDeee he had enjoyed in hie ^ort and hitherto 
stormy life. .Occupied widi work and study, he easily 
forgot his former grandeur and iraportaoce. As it had 
once been his ambition to become a good king, it was 
now hie ambitioa to become a good writer. He pub- 
lished his romance Marie, and, encouraged by the success 
which it met with in his circle of friends, he fdso gave 
his poems to the pnblic — poems whose tender and pas- 
sionate language proved that this so often misunderstood, 
BO often repulsed, and, therefore, so timid and distrustful 
heart, could warm with a tenderness of love that Marie 
Pascal, the beautiful artist of the harp, conld hardly have 
had the cruelty to withstand. 

But a day came when Louis Bonaparte closed his ear 
to all these sweet voices of happiness, of peace, and of 
love, to listen only to the voice of duty, that appealed to 
him to return to France, to his brother's side. While 
the sun of fortune shone over Napoleon, the king, who 
had voluntarily descended from a throne, remained in 
obscurity ; but when the days of misfortune came upon 
the emperor, there could be but one place for his brave 
and faithful brother, and that was at Napoleon's side. 

Madame de St. Elme, who was at G-rate at this time, 
and who witnessed the farewell scene between Louis Bo- 
naparte and the inhabitants of Gratz, says : " On the day 
when AuBtria so unexpectedly sundered its alliance with 
France, King Louie felt the necessity of abandoning an 
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asylum, for which he would hencefortli have been in- 
debted to the enemies of France, and hastened to cl^m 
of the great nnjast man who bad repulsed him, the onlj 
place commensurate with the dignity of hia character, the 
place at his side. 

*' This was a subject of profound sorrow and regret 
for the inhabitants of Gratz, and of e^ Styria, for there 
was not a pioos or nsefnl institution, or a poor family in 
Styria, that had not been the object of his beneficence, 
and yet it was well known that the king who bad de- 
scended from his throne so hastily, and with so little 
preparation, had but small means, and denied himself 
many of the enjoyments of life, in order that he might 
lend a helping hand to others. He was entreated, con- 
jured with tears, to remain, but he held firm to his reso-, 
lotion. And when the horses, that they had at first de- 
termined to withhold from him, were at last, at his ear- 
nest and repeated solicitation, provided, the people nnhar- 
nessed these horses from his carriage, in order that they 
might take their places, and accompany him to the gates 
of the city with this demonstration of their love. This 
departure had the appearance of a triumphal procession ; 
and this banished king, without a country, was greeted 
with as lively plaudits on leaving his place of exile ae 
when he mounted his tlirone." * 

* H^moirea d'une conteraponiue, roL iv., p. 877. 
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CHAPTER X 

JTNOT, THE DCKB D'ABRANTBa. 

While the faithful were rallying around N&poleon 
to render aseietance to the hero in his hour of peril — 
while even hia brother Louis, forgettiDg the mortifiot^ 
tions and injuries he had sustained at the emperor's 
hands, hastened to hie eide, there waa one of the moet 
devoted kept away from him by fate — one upon whom 
the emperor could otherwise have depended in life and 
death. 

This one was his friend and comrade-in-arms, Junot, 
who, descended from an humble family, had by hie merit 
.and heroism elevated himself to the rank of a Duke 
d'Abrantes. He alone failed to respond when the omi* 
none roll of the war-drum recalled all Napoleon'e gener- 
ale to Fane. But it was not hia will, but fate, that kept 
him away. 

Janot — the hero of ao many battles, the dievalier 
without fear and without reproach, the former governor 
of Madrid, the present governor of letria and Ulyria — 
Janot wae suffering from a visitation of the most fearful 
of all diseases — his brain was affected! The scars that 
covered his head and forehead, and testified so eloquently 
to his gallantry, announced at the same time the eource 
of his disease. His bead, furrowed by sabre-strokes, waa 
ontwardly healed, but the wounds bad affected his brain. 

The hero of so many battles wae traneported into a 
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madman, And yet, thie madman was still the all-powerfnl, 
despotic rnler of Istria and Illyria. Napoleon, in appoint- 
ing him goTemor of these provinces, had invested him 
with truly royal anthority. Knowing the nohle disposi- 
tion, fidelity, and devotion of his hrother-in-arms, he had 
conferred npon him sovereign power to rale in his stead. 
There was, therefore, no one who could take the sceptre 
from his hand, and depose him from hia high position. 
Napoleon had placed this sceptre in his hand, and be 
alone coald demand it of him. Even the Viceroy of 
Italy — to whom the Chambers of Istria appealed for 
help in their anxiety — even Eugene, conld afford them 
no relief. He conld only say to them : " Send a courier 
to the emperor, and await hia reply." 

But at that time it was not so easy a matter to send 
oonriere a distance of a thousand miles ; then t^ere were 
no railroads, no telegraphs. The IHyrians immediately 
sent a Conner to the emperor, with an entreaty for their 
i«lief, but the Bussian proverb, " Heaven is high, and 
the emperor distant," applied to them alsol Weeks 
most elapse before the courier could return with the em- 
peror's reply ; until then, there was no relief ; and until 
then, there was no authority to obey but the Buke 
d'Abrantes, the poor madman I 

No other authority, no institution, had the right to 
place itself in hia stead, or to assume hia prerogatives 
for an instant even, without violating tlie seal of sover- 
eignty that Napoleon had impressed on the brow of his 
goremorl 
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Napoleon, whose crown was already trembling on his 
head, who was already bo near hie own fall, etill possessed 
snch gigantic power that its reflection sufficed to protect, 
at a distance of a thonsand miles from the boundaries of 
France, the inviolability of a man who had lost his rea- 
son, and no longer had the power of reflection and vo- 
lition. 

How handsome, how amiable, how chivalrous, had 
Jnnot been in his earher days ! How well he had known 
how to charm beautiful women in the drawing-rooms, 
soldiers on the battle-fleld, and knights at the tourney 1 
In all knightly accomplishments he was the master — 
always and everywhere the undisputed victor and hero. 
These accomplishments had won the heart of Made- 
moiselle de Fremont. The daughter of the proud bar- 
oness of the Faubourg St. Germain bad joyfully deter- 
mined, in spite of her mother's dismay, to become the 
wife of the soldier of the republic, of Napoleon's com- 
rade-in-arms. Although Junot had no possession but hia 
pay, and no nobility but his sword and his renown, this 
nevertheless sufficed to win him the favor of the daugh- 
ter of this aristocratic mother — of the daughter who was 
yet so proud of being the last descendant of the Com- 
neni. Napoleon, who loved to see matrimonial alliances 
consummated between his generals and his nobility and 
the old legitimist nobility of France,' rewarded the 
daughter of the Faubourg St. Germain richly for the 
sacrifice she had made for his comrade-in-arms, in giv- 
ing up her illustrious name, and her coat-of-arms, in btf 
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come the mfe of a general withoat ancestors and with- 
out fortnne. He made his friend a doke, and the Dueh- 
eSs d'Abrantes had no longer cause to be ashamed of her 
title ; the descendant of the Comneni could content her- 
self with the homage done her as the wife of the gov- 
ernor of LiBboD, contented with the laurels that adorned 
her hnsband'a brow — laurels to which he added a new 
branch, but also new wounds, on every battle-field. 

The conseqnences of these wounds had veiled the 
hero's laurels with mourning-crape, and destroyed the 
domestic happiness of the poor duchess forever. She 
had first discovered her husband's sad condition, but she 
had known how to beep it a secret from the rest of the 
world. She had, however, refused to accompany the 
duke to niyria, and had remained in Paris, still hoping 
that the change of climate and associations might restore 
him to health. 

But her hopes were not to be.realized. The attacks 
of madness, that had hitherto occurred at long intervals 
only, now became more frequent, and were soon no 
longer a secret. All Illyria knew that its governor was 
a madman, and yet no one dared to oppose his will, or to 
refuse to obey his commands ; all still bowed to his will, 
in humility and silent submissiveness, hopefully awaiting 
the return of the courier who had been dispatched to 
Napoleon at Paris. 

" But heaven is high, and the emperor distant ! " 
And much evil could happen, and did happen, before 
the courier returned to Trieste, where Janot resided. 
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The poor duke's condition grew worae daily ; hU attacks 
of msdnese became more freqnent and more dangerous, 
and broke out on the elightest provocation. * 

On one occaeion a nightingale, singing in the boshes 
beneath his window, had disturbed his rest; on the fol- 
lowing morning he caused the general alarm to be 
•ounded, and two battalions of Croats to be drawn up in 
the park, to begin a campaign agaiust the poor nightinr 
gale, who had dared to disturb his repose. 

On another occasion, Junot fuicied lie had discov- 
ered a grand conspiracy of all the sheep of Illyria; 
against tliis conspiracy he brought the vigilance of the 
police, all the means of the administration, tmd the whole 
severity of the law, into reqniflition for it* suppression. 

At another time, he suddenly became desperately 
enamoured of a beautiful Greek girl, who belonged to 
bis household. 0pon her refasal to meet his advances 
favorably, a passionate, desperation took possession of Ju- 
not, and he determined to set fire to his palace, and per- 
ish with his love in the flames. Fortunately, his pur- 
pose was discovered, and the fire be had kindled stifled 
at once. 

He would suddenly be overcome with a passionate 
distaste for the grandeur and splendor that surrounded 
him, and long to lay aside bis brilliant position, and fly 
to the retirement of an humble and obscure life. 

It was his dearest wish to become a peasant, and be 
able to live in a hut ; and, as there was no one who had 
the right to divest him of his high dignities and grant 
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hu derare, he formed the resolntion to divest himself of 
this oppresaiYe grandeur, by the exercise of liis own ful- 
ness of power, and to withdraw himself from the amioy* 
mces imposed upon him b; his high position. 

Under the pretence of visiting the provinces, ho left 
Triwte, to lead for a few weeks an entirely new life — a 
life that seemed, for a brief period, to soothe his excited 
mind. He arrived, almost incognito, in the little city of 
Gorizia, and demanded to be conducted to the most un- 
pretending establishment to which humble and honest 
laborers were in the habit of resorting for refreshment 
and relaxation. He was directed to an establishment 
called the Ice-honse, a place to which poor daily laborers 
resorted, to repose after the labors of the day, and re- 
fresh themselves with a glass of beer or wine. 

In this Ice-house the governor of Illyria now took 
np his abode. He seldom quitted it, either by day or 
night ; and here, Hbe Haroun-al-Rasehid, he took part in 
the harmless merriment of happy and contented poverty. 
And here this poor man was to find a last delight, a last 
consolation ; here he was to find a last friend. 

This last friend of the Duke d'Abrantes — this Py- 
lades of the poor Orestes — was — a madman! — a poor 
simpleton, of good family, who was so good-humored and 
harmless that he was allowed to go at large, and free 
•cope given to his innocent freaks. He, however, pos- 
Bessed a kind of droll, pointed wit, which he sometimes 
bronght to bear most effectively, sparing neither rank 
nor poaition. The half-biting, half-droll remarks of thii 
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Diogenes of Istria was all that now afforded eDJoymeut 
to the broken-down old hero. It was with intense de- 
light that he heard the social grandeur and distinctionB 
that had cost him bo dear made ridiculous bj this half- 
witted fellow, whose peculiar forte it was to jeer at the 
pomp that surrounded the governor, and imitate French 
elegance in a highly-burlesque manner ; and when he did 
this, his poor princely friend's delight knew no botmds. 

On one occasioUj after the poor fellow had been en- 
tertaimng him in this manner, the Duke d'Abrantes threw 
himself, in his enthusiasm, in his friend's arms, and in- 
vested him with the insignia of the Legion of Honor, by 
banging around his neck the grand-cross of this order 
hitherto worn by himself. The emperor had given Jn- 
not authority to distribute this order to the deserving 
fliroughout the provinces of Illyria and Istria, and the 
governor himself having invested this mad Diogenes 
with the decoration, there was no one who was compe- 
tent to deprive him of it. For weeks this mad fool was 
to be seen in the streets of Gorizia, parading himself like 
a peacock, with the grand-cross of the honorable order of 
the Emperor Napoleon, and, at the same time, uttering 
the most pointed and biting hon T/wts at the expense of 
his own decoration. The duke often accompanied him 
in his wanderings through the town, sometimes laughing 
loudly at the fool's jests, sometimes listening with earnest 
attention, as though his utterances were oracles. Thus 
this strange couple passed the time, either lounging 
through the streets together, or seated side by aide on a 
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Btone by the way, engaged in curious reflections on the 
paseera-by, or pLilosophizing over the emptiiiesa of- all 
glory and grandeur, and over the littleness and malice of 
the world, realizing the heart-rending, impressive scenes 
between Lear and his fool, which Shakespeare's genius 
has depicted. 

After weeks of anzioua suspense, the imperial mes- 
lage, relieving Junot of his authority, and placing the 
Duke of Otranto in his place, at last arrived. The poor 
Duke d'Abrantes left Illyria, and returned to France, 
where, in the little town of Maitbart, after long and 
painful stmgglee, he ended, in sadness and solitude, a life 
sf renown, heroism, and irreproachable integrity. 



CHAPTER XI. 

LOUIS HAPOLBON AS A TKNDEB OF VIOLETS. 

Gkaduallt, the brilliancy of the sun that had so 
long dazzled the eyes of all Europe began to was pale, 
and the luminous star of N^oleon to grow dim among 
the dark clouds that were gathering around him. For- 
tune had accorded him all that it could bestow upon a 
mortal. It had laid all the crowns of Europe at his feet, 
and made him master of all the monarchies and peoples. 
Napoleon's antechunber in Erfurt and in Dresden had 
been the rendezvous of the emperors, kings, and princes 
of Europe, and England alone had never disguised its 
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hostility beneath the mask of friendship, and bent tha 
knee to a hated and feared neighbor. Napoleon, the 
maeter of Europe, whom emperors and kings gladly 
called "brother," could now proudly remember his past; 
he had now risen so high that he no longer had oanee 
to deny his humble origin ; this very lowliness had now 
become a new triumph of his grandeur. 

On one occasion, during the congress at Erfort, tH 
the emperors, kings, and princes, were assembled around 
Napoleon's table. He occupied the seat between his en- 
thusiastic friend the Emperor of Bussia, and his father- 
in-law, the Emperor of Austria. Opposite them sat the 
King of Prussia, bis ally, although Napoleon had de- 
prived him of the Bhine provinces ; and the Kings of 
Bavaria and "Wiirtemberg, to whom Napoleon had given 
crowns, whose electorate and dnchy he had converted 
into kingdoms, and of whom the first had given his 
daughter in marriage to Napoleon's adopted son, Eugene, 
and the second his daughter to Napoleon's brother Je- 
rome. There were, further, at the table, the King of 
Baxony and the Grand-duke of Baden, to the latter of 
whom Napoleon had given the hand of Josephine's 
niece, Stephanie de Beanhamais. All these were princes, 
" by the grace of God," of brilliant and haughty dynas- 
ties; and in their midst sat the son of the advocate of 
Oorsica — he, the Emperor of France — he, upon whom the 
gaze of all these emperors and kings was fastened in ad- 
miration and respect Napoleon's extraordinary memory 
had just been the topic of conversation, and the emperor 
ih,Goo>^le 
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was about to explain bow he had brought it to each a 
state of perfection. 

" While I wae still a Bub-heutenant," began Napoleon, 
and instantly his hearers let fall their gaze, and looked 
down in shame at their plates, while a cloud of displeas- 
nre passed over the brow of the emperor of Austria at 
this mention of the low origin of hia son-in-law. Kapo- 
leon observed this, and for an instant his eagle glance 
rested ou the embarrassed countenances that sorrounded 
bim ; he then pansed for a moment, He began again, 
speaking with sharp emphasis ; " "When I still had the 
honor of being a eub-lieutenant," said he, and the Em- 
peror Alexander o£ Russia, the only one of the princes 
who had remained unembarrassed, laid his. hand on the 
emperor's shoulder, smiled approvingly, and listened with 
interest and pleasure to the emperor's narrative of the 
time when he " still had the honor of being a sub-lieu- 
tenant." * 

Napoleon, as we have said, had already mounted so 
high that for him there was no longer a summit to be 
attained, and now his heart's last and dearest wish had 
been granted by destiny. His wife, Marie Louise, had 
given birth to a son on the 20th of May, 1811, and the 
advent of the little King of Borne had fulfilled the 
warmest desires of Napoleon and of France. The em- 
peror now had an heir ; Napoleon's dynasty was assured, 

Festivities were therefore held in honor of this event, 
in the Tuileries, at the courts of the Queen of Naples, of 
* SoMuet, M^mobea, toL t. 

ih,Goot^le 
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the Grand-ducbeas de Gnaetalls, of all the dnkea of die 
empire, sod of the Qneen of Holland. 

Hortense was ill and in pain ; a nervons headache, 
that she had been aufiering from for Bome time, betrayed 
the Becret of the pain and grief she had so long con- 
cealed from observation. Her cheeks had grown pale, 
and her eyes had lost their lustre. Her mother wept 
over her lost happiness in Malmaison, and, when Hor- 
tense had wept with and consoled her mother, she was 
compelled to dry her eyes and hasten to the Tuileriee, 
and appear, with a smiUng countenance, before her who 
was now her empress and her mother's happy rival. 

But Hortense had accepted her destiny, and was de- 
termined to demean herself as became her own and her 
mother's dignity. She endeavored to be a true and sin- 
cere friend to the young empress, and fulfil the em- 
peror's wishes, and to give brilliant entertainments in 
honor of the King of Rome, in spite of the pain it most 
cost her. " The emperor wills it, the emperor requires 
it ; " that was sufficient for all who were about him, and 
it was sufficient for her. Her mother had gone because 
it was his will, she had remained because it was his will, 
and she now gave these entertainments for the same 
reason. But there was an element of sadness and gloom 
even in these festivities of the carnival of 1813; the 
presence of so many cripples and invalids recalled the 
memory of the reverses of the past year. At the balls 
there was a great scarcity of young men who could 
dance; incessant wars had made the youth of France old 
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before their time, and had converted vigorous men into 
cripples. 

Her heart filled with dark forebodings, Hortenee si- 
lently prepared herself against the days of misfortune 
which she knew must inevitably come. When these 
days should come, she wished to be ready to meet them 
with a brave heart and a resolute soul, and she also en- 
deavored to impress on the minds of her two beloved 
sons the inconstancy o£ fortune, in order that they might 
look misfortune boldly in the face. She bad no compas- 
sion with the tender youth of these boys, who were now 
eight and six years old; no compassion, because she 
loved them too well not to strive to prepare them for 



One day the Duchess of Bassano gave a ball in honor 
of the queen, and Kortense, although low-spirited and 
indisposed, summoned her resolution to her aid, and 
arrayed herself for 'the occasion. Her blond hair, that 
reached to her feet when unbound, was dressed in the 
ancient Greek style, and adorned with a wreath of flow- 
ers, not natural flowers, however, but consisting of Hor. 
tensias in diamonds. Her dress was of pink-crape em- 
broidered with Kortensias in silver. The hem of her 
dress and its train was encircled with a garland of flow- 
ers composed of roses and violets. A bouquet of Hor- 
tensias in diamonds glittered on her bosom, and her 
necklace and bracelets consisted of little diamond Hor- 
tensiss. In this rich and tasteful attire, a present sent 
bor by the Empress Josephine the day before, Hortense 
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entered tlie parlor where the ladiee and gentlemen of her 
court awaited her, brilliantly arrayed for the occasion. 

The parlor, filled with these ladiea gUttering with 
diamonds, and with these cavaliers in their rich, gold- 
embroidered uniforms, presented a brilliant Bpectacl& 
The qneen's two sons, who came running into the room 
at this moment to bid their " bonne petite maman " adieu, 
stood still for an instant, dazzled by this magnificence, 
and then timidly approached the mother who seemed to 
them a queen from the fairy -realm floating in rosy 
clouds. The queen divined the thoughts, of her boys, 
whose countenances were for her an open book in which 
she read every emotion. 

She extended a hand to each of her children, and led 
them to a sofa, on which she seated herself, taking the 
youngest, Louis Kapoleon, who was scarcely six years 
old, in her lap, while his elder brother, Napoleon Loni^ 
stood at her side, his curly head resting on Hortense's 
shoulder, gazing tenderly into the pale, expressive face 
of his beautiful mother. 

" I am very prettily dressed to^ay, am I not, Napo- 
' leon ? " said Hortense, laying her little hand, that sparkled 
with diamonds, on the head of her eldest son. "Would 
yon like me less if I were poor, and wore no dimnondB, 
but merely a plain black dress ? Would yon love me lesB 
then ) " 

*' No, maman ! " exclaimed the boy, almost angrily, 
and little Louis Napoleon, who eat in his mother's lap, 
repeated in his shrill little voice : " No, mMmcm ! " 
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The queen smiled. " Diamonds and di'eee do not coa- 
gtitate bappineee, and we three would love each other just 
as mnch if we had no jewelry, and were poor. Bat tell 
me, Napoleon, if yon hod nothing, and were entirely 
alone in the world, what would you do for yourself?" 

"I would become a soldier," cried Napoleon, with 
sparkling eyes, "and I would £ght so bravely that I 
should soon be made an officer." 

" And you, Lonis, what would you do to earn your 
dtnly bread i " 

The little fellow had listened earnestly to his brother's 
words, and seemed to be thinking over them still. Per- 
haps he felt that the knapsack and mnsket were too heavy 
for his little shoulders, and that he was, as yet, too weak 
to become a soldier. 

*' I," said he, after a pause, " I would sell bouqnets of 
violets, like the little boy who stands at the gates of the 
Toileries, and from whom we buy our flowers every day," 

The ladies and cavaUers, who had listened to this 
curious conversation in silence, now laughed loudly at 
this naive reply of the little prince. 

" Do not laugh, ladies," said the qneen, earnestly, as 
she now arose ; " it was no jest, but a lesson that I gave 
my children, who were so dazzled by jewelry. It is the 
misfortnne of princes that they believe that everything is 
subject to them, that they are made of another stuS than 
other men, and have no dntios to perform. They know 
nothing of haman suffering and want, and do not believe 
that they can ever be ai&cted by anything of the kind. 
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And this is why they are so astounded, and remain so 
helpless, when the hand of misfortune does strike them. 
I wish to preeerve my aona from this." * 

She then stooped and kissed her boys, who, while 
she and her briUiant suite were driving to the Tnileriee, 
busied their httle heads, considering whether it was easier 
to earn one's bread as a soldier, or by selling violets at 
the gates of the Tuileries, like the little be{^;ar-boy. 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE DATS OF MISFOETDNB. 

The round of festivities with which the people of 
France endeavored to banish the shadow of impending 
Diisfortune, was soon to be abruptly terminated. The 
thunder of the cannon on the battle-fields of Hanan and 
Leipsic silenced the dancing-music in the Tuileries ; and 
in the drawing-rooms of Queen Hortense, hitherto de- 
voted to music and literature, the ladies were now busily 
engaged in picking lint for the wounded who were daily 
arriving at the hospitals of Paris from the army. The 
declaration of war of Austria and Bussia had aroused 
France from its haughty sense of invincibility. All felt 
that a crisis was at hand. All were preparing for the 
ominous events that were gathering like storm-clondfl 
over France. Each of the faithful hastened to aseome 
• The queen's own yioiAx. 
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the poBition to which honor and duty called him. And 
it was in reepoaee to ench an appeal that Lonis Bonaparte 
now returned from Gratz to Paris ; he had heard the 
ominone tones of the voice that threatened the emperor, 
and wished to he at his side in the hour of danger. 

It was not as the wife, bat in the spirit of a French- 
woman and a queen, that Horteuae received the intelli- 
gence of her husband's return. " I am delighted to hear 
it," said she ; " my hueband is a good Frenchman, and he 
proves it by returning at the moment when all Enrope 
hae declared against France. He is a man of honor, and 
if onr characters could not be made to liarmonize, it was 
probably because we both had defects that were irrecon- 
cihtble. 

" I," added she, with a gentle smile, " I was too proud, 
I had been spoiled, and was probably too deeply impressed 
with a sense of my own worth ; and this defect is not 
conducive to pleasant reUtions with one who is distmst- 
fnl and low-epirited. But our interests were always the 
same, and his hastening to France, to enroll himself with 
bH his brother Frenchmen, for the defence of his country, 
is woiiJiy of the king's character. It is only by doing 
thus that we can testify onr gratitude for the benefits 
the people have conferred upon our family." * 

In the first days of January, 1811, the news that the 
enemy had crossed the boundaries of France, and that 
the Anstrians, Kussians, and Prussians, were marching on 
Paris, created a panic throughout the entire city. For 

* Cochelet, U£moires but la reiite Hortense, ToL L, p. 107. ■ 
ogle 
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the first time, after so many jeare of trinmph, France 
trembled for its proad armj, and believed in the possi- 
bility of defeat. 

In the Tuileries, also, gloom and dejection ruled the 
hour for the first time ; and while, when the army had 
heretofore gone forth, the question had been, "When 
shall we receive the first intelligence of victory t " there 
were now only mute, inquiring glances bent on the em- 
peror's clouded countenance. 

On the 24th of January, Napoleon left Paris, in or- 
der to repair to the army. The empress, whom he had 
made regent, giving her a conucil, consiBting of his 
brothers and the ministers, as a support — the empress 
had taken leave of him in a flood of tears, and Queen 
Hortense, who had alone been present on this occasion, 
had been compelled to remain for some time with the 
empress, in order to console and encourage her. 

But Hortense was far from feeling the confidence 
which she exhibited in the presence of the empress and 
of her own conrt. She had never believed in the dura- 
tion of these triampbs and of this fortune; she had 
always awaited the coming evil in silent expectation, 
and she was therefore now ready to face it bravely, and 
to defend herself and her children against its attacks. 
She therefore was calm and self-possessed, while the en- 
tire imperial family was terror-stricken, while all Paris 
was in a panic, while the fearful intelligence, " The Cos- 
sacks are coming, the Cossacks are marching on Paris I ** 
was overrunning the city. "The Grand-duke Oonstan- 

ogle 
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tine has promised Hb troopB tliat they shall warm them- 
selveB at the burning ruins of Paris, and the Emperor 
Alexander has sworn that he will sleep in the TuUeries." 

Nothing was now dreamed of but plundering, mur- 
der, and rapine; people trembled not only for their 
livee, bat also for their property, and hastened to bnry 
their treasures, their jewelry, their gold and silver, to 
secure it from the rapaciooB hands of the terrible Cos- 
sacks. Treasures were buried in cellars, or hid away 
in the walls of houses. The Duchess de Bassano caused 
all her valuable effects to be put in a hidden recess, and 
the entrance to the same to be walled up and covered 
with paper. There were amongthese valuable effects 
several lai^ clocks, in golden cases, that were richly 
studded with precious stones, but it had unfortunately 
been forgotten to stop them, so that for the next week 
they continued to strike the honrs regularly, and thereby 
betrayed to the neighbors the secret the duchess had so 
anxiously endeavored to conceal. 

But the cry, " The Cossacks are coming 1 " was not 
the only alarm-cry of the Parisians. Another, and a 
long-silent cry, was now heard in Paris — a strange cry, 
tiiat had no music for the ear of the imperialist, but one 
t^t, to the royalist, had a sweet and familiar sound. 
This cry was, " The Count de Lille I " or, as the royalists 
said, "King Louis XVITE." The royalists no longer 
whispered this name, but proclaimed it loudly and with 
enthusiasm, and even those of them who had attached 
themselves to the imperial court, and played a part at 
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tbe Bame, now dared to remove their maeks a little, and 
bLow their trne countenance. 

Madame Ducayla, one of the moat zealous royalists, 
althongh attached to the court society of the Tnileries, 
had gone to Hartwell, to convey to him messages of love 
and respect in the name of all the royalists of Paris, and 
to tall him that they had now begun to smooth the way 
for his return to France and the throne of his ancestors. 
She had returned vrith authority to organize the con- 
spiracy of the royalists, and to give them the king's sanc- 
tion. Talleyrand, the minister of Napoleon, the glitter- 
ing weathercock in pohtics, had already experienced a 
change in disposition, in conseqaence of the shifting po- 
litical wind, and when Countess Ducayla, provided with 
secret instructions for Talleyrand from Louis XVIII., 
entered his cabinet and said in a loud voice, " I come 
from Hartwell, I have seen the king, and he has in- 
stmcted me — " he interrupted her in loud and angry 
tones, exclaiming : " Are yon mad, madame ? Ton dare 
to confess such a crime to me?" He had, however, 
then added in a low voice : " Ton have seen him, then ! 
Well, I am his most devoted servant" * 

The royalists held meetings and formed conspiracies 
with but little attempt at concealmenf^ and the minister 
of police, Fouch^, whose eyes and ears were always on 
the elert, and who knew of everything that occurred in 
Paris, also knew of these conspiracies of the royalists; 
he did not prevent them, however, but advised caution, 
* Uimoirea d'lma femme de quality, toL l, p. ISS. 



THE DAYS OP HISFOBTDHB. 159 

endeaToring to prove to them thereby the deep rever- 
ence wHieti be himself ezperieticed for the unfortunate 
rojal family. 

In the midst of all this confoBion and anxiety, Queen 
Hortense alone preserved her composure and courage, 
and far from endeavoring, like others, to conceal and 
secm^ her treasures, jewelry, and other valuables, she de- 
termined to make no change or reduction whatever in 
her manner of living ; she wished to show the Farisians 
that the confidence of the imperial family in the emperor 
and his invincibility was not to be shaken. She there- 
fore continued to conduct her household in truly royal 
style, although she had received from the exhausted 
state treasury no payment of the appanage set apart for 
herself and children for a period of three months. But 
she thought little of this ; her generous heart was occu- 
pied with entirely different interests than those of her 
own pecuniary affairs. 

She wished to inspire Marie Louise, vrhom the em- 
peror had constituted empress-regent on his departure 
for the army, with the courage which she herself pos- 
sessed. She conjured her to show herself worthy of the 
confidence the emperor had reposed in her at this critical 
time, and to adopt firm and energetic measures. When, 
on the 28th of March, the terror-inspiring news was cir- 
culated that the hostile armies were only five leagues 
from Paris, and while the people were flying from the 
dty in troops, Hortense hastened to the Tuileries to con- 
jure the empress to be firm, and not to leave Paris. She 
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entreated Marie Looise, in the Qame of the emperor, her 
hoeband, and the King of Borne, her Bon, not to heed 
the voice of the state coudciI, who, after a long sitting, 
had nnanimonalj declared that Paris could not be held, 
and that the empress, with her son and her council, 
Bhoold therefore leave the capital. 

Bat Marie Loaise had remained deaf to all these 
pressing and energetic representatioiis, and the qneen 
had not been able to inspire her young and weak aifitei^ 
In-law with her own rasolntion. 

" My sister," Hortense had said tw her, " you wiU at 
least understand that by leaving Paris now you paralyze 
its defence, and thereby endanger yonr crown, but I see 
that you are resigned to this sacrifice." 

"It is true," Maria Louise had sadly replied. "I 
well know that I should act differently, but it ia too late. 
The state council has decided, and I can do nothing I " • 

In eaduess and dejection Hortense had then returned 
to her dwelling, where Lavalette, Madame Jfey, and the 
ladies of her court, awaited her. 

" All is lost," said she, sadly. " Yes, all is lost The 
empress has determined to leave Paris. She lightly aban- 
dons France and the emperor. She is about to depart." 

" If she does that," exclaimed General Lavalette, in 
despair, "then all is really lost, and yet her firmness 
and courage might now save the emperor, who is ad< 
vancing toward Paris by forced marches. After all thia 
weighing and deliberating, they have elected to take the 
worst course they could choose 1 But, aa this has fiuallj 
ih,Goot^le 
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been determined on, what conrse will jour m&jtsty now 
pnrsoe t " 

"I remain in Paris," said the qneen, resolutely; "as 
I am permitted to be mistreeB of my own actione, I am 
resolved to remain here and share the fortunes of the 
Parisians, be they good or evil I This is at least a better 
and worthier conree than to incur the risk of being made 
a prisoner on the public highway." 

Now that she had come to a decision, the queen ex- 
hibited a joyous determination, and her mind recovered 
from its depression. She hastened to dispatch a courier 
to Malmaison to the Empress Josepliine, now forgotten 
and neglected by all, to conjure her to leave for Kovara 
at once. She then retired to her bedchamber to seek the 
rest she bo much needed after so many hours ol excite- 
ment 

Bat at midnight she was aroused from her repose to a 
tad awakening. Her husband, with whom she had held 
no kind of intercourse since his return, had now, in the 
hour of danger, determined to assert his marital authority 
over his wife and children. He wrote the queen a letter, 
requiring her to leave Paris with her children, and follow 
the empress. 

Hortense replied with a decided refusal. A second 
categoric message from her husband was the response. 
He declared that if she should not at once conform to 
his will, and follow the empress with her children, he 
would immediately take his children into his own cus- 
tody, by virtue of his authority as husband and father.' 
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At this threat, the queen spniiig Dp like an ennged 
lioness from her lair. With glowing cheeks and spark- 
ling eyes she commanded that her children should he at 
once broQght to her, and then, pressing her two boys 
to her heart with passionate tenderness, she exclaimed : 
" Tell the king that I shall leave the city within the 
boor I" 



CHAPTER. Xm. 

THB AT.l.TBia IN PABIB. 

The anxiety of motherly love had effected what 
neither the departure of the empress nor the news of the 
approach of the Cossacks could do. Hortense had taken 
her departore. She had qnitted Paris, with her children 
and suite, which had already begun to grow sensibly 
smaller, and arrived, after a hurried flight, endangered 
by bands of marauding GoBsacke, in Novara, where the 
Empress Josephine, with tears of sorrow aud of joy alike, 
pressed her daughter to her heart. Although her own 
happiness and grandeur were gone, and although the 
misfortanes of the Emperor Napoleon — whom she still 
dearly loved — oppressed her heart, Josephine now had 
her daughter and dearest friend at her side, and that was 
a sweet consolation in the midst of all theee misfortunes 
and cares. 

At Novara, Hortense received tlie intelligence of the 
fall of the empire, of the capitulation of Paris, of the 
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entrance of the allies, and of the abdioatdou of Na- 
poleon. 

When the courier sent b; the Duke of Baeeano with 
this intelligence further informed the Empress Josephine 
that the island of Elba had been assigned Napoleon as a 
domicile, and that he was on the point of leaving France 
to go into exile, Josephine fell, amid tears of angoiBh, 
into her daughter's arms, crying : " Hortense, he is un- 
happy, and I am not with hito I He is banished to Elba I 
Alas I but for his wife, I would hasten to Ms side, to shore 
Ms exile I " 

WMle the empress was weeping and lamenting, Hor- 
tense had silently withdrawn to her apartments. She 
saw and fully appreciated the consequences that most 
ensue to the emperor's entire family, from his fall ; she 
aheady felt the mortifications and insults to wMch the 
BonapMies would now be exposed from ^ quarters, and 
she wished to withdraw herself and cMldren from their 
influence. She formed a quick resolve, and determined 
to carry it out at once. She caused Mademoiselle de 
Cochelet, one of the few ladies of her court who had 
remained faithful, to be called, in order that she might 
impart to her her resolution. 

" Louise," said she, " I intend to emigrate. I am 
alone and defenceless, and ever threatened by a misfor- 
tune that would be more cruel than the loss of crown 
and grandeur — the misfortune of seeing my cMldren torn 
from me by my husband. My mother can remain in 
Franca — her divorce has made her free and independent; 
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but I bear a name that will no longer be gladly heard in 
France, now that the Bourbons are returning. I have 
no other fortune than my diamonds. These I shall sell, 
and then go, with my children, to my mother's estate in 
Martinique. I lived there when a child, and have re- 
tained a pleasant remembrance of the place. It ia mi- 
doubt«dly hard to be compelled to give up country, 
mother, and friends ; but one must face these great 
strokes of destiny courageouEily. I will give my children 
a good education, and that shall he my consolation." 

Mademoi£elle de Cochelet burst into tears, kissed the 
queen's extended hand, and begged so earnestly that she 
might be permitted to accompany her, that Hortense at 
last gave a reluctant consent. It was arranged between 
them that Louise should hasteh to Paris, in order to 
make the necessary preparations for the queen's long 
journey ; and she departed on this mission, under the 
protection of the courier, on the following morning. 

How changed and terrible waa the aspect Paris pre- 
sented on her arrival I At the gate through which they 
entered Goasaoks stood on guard ; the streets were filled 
with Kussian, Austrian, and Frussian soldiery, at whose 
side the proud ladies of the Faubourg St. Germain were 
to be seen walking, in joyous triumph, bestowing upon 
the vanquishers of France as great a devotion ae they 
conld have lavished upon the beloved Bourbons them- 
selves, whose return was erpected in a few days. 

A Swedish regiment was quartered in the queen's 
dwelliog ; her servants had fled ; her glittering drawing' 
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Toonis now sheltered the conquerors of France ; and in 
the Tnileries preparationB were already being made for 
the reception of the BoorbooB. 

No one dared to prouooDce the name of Napoleon. 
Those who were formerly his most zealons flatterers were 
now the most ready to condemn him. Those npon whom 
he had conferred the greatest benefits were now the first 
to deny him, hoping thereby to wipe ont the remembrance 
of the benefits they had received. The most zealons Na- 
poleonists now became the most ardent royalists, and 
placed the largest white cockades in their hats, in order 
tliat they might the sooner attract the attention of the 
new rolers. 

Bnt there was still one man who prononnced the name 
of Napoleon loudly, and with afiectionate admiration, and 
pnblicly accorded him the tribute of his respect. 

This one was the Emperor Alexander of Boasis, He 
had loTed Napoleon so dearly, that even the position of 
hostility which poUcy compelled him to assume could not 
banish from his heart friendship for the hero who had so 
long ruled Europe. 

Napoleon's fate was decided ; and it was attributable 
to the zealons efforts of the czar that the allies had con- 
sented to the emperor's demands, and appointed him sot- 
ereign of the island of Elba. Now that Alexander could 
do nothing more for Napoleon, he desired to make him- 
self useful to his family, at least, and thereby testify the 
admiration which he still felt for the fallen Titan. 

The Empress Marie Lonise and the little King of 
CoooAc 
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Kome had no need of his aeeistance. The empress had 
not availed herseli of the permission of the aUiee to ac- 
company her hnsband to Elba, but had placed herself and 
son under the protection of her father, the Emperor of 
Anatria. 

The Emperor Alexander therefore bestowed his whole 
^rmpathy upon Napoleon's divorced wife and her chil- 
dren, the Viceroy of Italy and the Queen of Holland. 
He took so great an interest in the queen, that he de- 
clared his intention, in case Hortense should not come 
to Paris, of going to Novara to see her, in order to lewTi 
from her own lips in what manner he conld serve her, 
and how she desired that her future should be shaped. 

Count Nesselrode, the emperor's minister, was also 
zealous in his endeavors to serve the qneen. The coupt 
had long been the intimate friend of Louise de Cochelet ; 
and, desirons of giving her a further proof of his friend- 
ship, he knew of no better way of doing so than by ren- 
dering a service to Queen Hortense and her children. 
Lonise informed the count of the queen's intended de- 
parture for Martinique. Count Nesselrode smiled sadly 
over this desperate resolve of a brave mother's heart, and 
instructed Louise to beg the queen to impart to hint, 
through her confidante, all her wishes and demands, in 
order that he might lay them before the emperor. 

The queen's fate was the subject of great sympathy in 
all quarters. When, in one of the sessions of the min- 
isters of the allies, in which the fate of France, of the 
Bourbons, and of the Bonapartes, was to be the subject 
CoooAc 
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of deliberatioD, the qneetion of niaking some provision . 
for the emperor's family came up for consideratioli, tha 
Prince of Benevento exclaimed : " I plead for Queen 
Hortense alone ; for she is the only one for whom I 
have any esteem." Count Nesselrode added : " Who 
would not be proud -to claim her as a oountrjwoinan t 
She is the pearl of her France I " And Mettemich. 
united with the rest in her praise.* 

Bat it was in vain that Louise de Cochelet imparted 
this intelligence to the qneen ; the entreaties and repre- 
sentations of her friends were powerless to persuade Hor* 
tense to leave her retirement and come to Paris. 

The following letter of the qneen, written to Louise, 
concerning her affairs, will testify to her beantifnl and 
womanly sentiments. This letter is as follows ; 

" My dbae LoinsE, — Ton and all my friends write me 
the same questions : ' "Wlial^do you want ? What do yon 
demand ?' I reply to all of you : I want nothing what- 
ever ! What should I desire 1 Is not my fate already 
determined ? When one has the strength to form a great 
resolution, and when one can firmly and calmly contem- 
plate the idea of making a journey to India or America, 
it is unnecessary to demand any thing of any one, I en- 
treat yon to take no steps that I should be compelled to 
disavow ; I know that yon love me, and this might indnce 
jon to do BO. I am really not to be pitied ; it was in the 
midst of grandeur and splendor that I have suffered 1 Z 

* Cochelet, toL I, p 379. 

ih,Goot^le 



168 QUEEN HOBTBNSB. 

ahall now, perhaps, leom the happmesa of retirement, and 
prefer it to all the magnificence that once enrrounded 
me. I do not believe I can remain in France ; the lively 
interest now shown in my behalf might eventually ocoa- 
aion mistrnet. This idea is umibiladng ; I feel it, but 
I shall not willingly occaaion Borrow to any one. Mj 
.brother will be happy ; my mother can remain in her 
country, and retain her estates. I, with my children, 
shall go to a foreign land, and, as the happiness of those 
I love is assured, I shall be able to bear the misfortune 
that strikes only at my material interests, but not at my 
heart. I am still deeply moved and confounded by the 
fate that has overtaken the Emperor Napoleon and his 
family. Is it true ? Has all been finally determined t 
Write me on this subject. I hope that my children will 
not be taken from me ; in that case I should lose all 
conrage. I vrill so educate them that they shall be happy 
in any station of life, I shall teach them to bear fortune 
and misfortune with equal dignity, and to seek true hap- 
piness in contentment with themselves. This is worth 
more tiian crowns. Fortunately, they are healthy. Thank 
Count Nesselrode for his sympathy. I assure you there 
are days that are properly called days of misfortune, and 
that are yet not without a charm ; such are those that 
enable us to discern the true sentiments people hold 
toward us. I rejoice over the affeetion which yoQ show 
me, and it will always afford me gratification to tell you 
that I return it. HoETEnrsE." * 

* Coohelet, toL L, pp. SIS-HTJ. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

OOBBXaPONBKHOi; BBTWEBK THE QOBEN AND LOUISE DB 
OOCH£L&r. 

Itf the meanwhile, Hortense was still living with her 
mother in Novara, firmly resolved to remaiti in her re- 
tirnnent, Borrowing orer the fate of the imperial house, 
but qoite indifferent as to her own fate. 

But her friends— and even in misfortnne Hortense 
Stdll had friends — and above all her truest friend, Looise 
de Oochelet, boeied themselves all the more about her 
fntnre, endeavoring to rescne ont of the general wreck 
of the imperii house at least a few fragments for the 
queen. 

Louise de Cochelet was still eojonming in Paris, and 
the letters which she daily wrote to the queen at Novara, 
and in which she informed her of all that was taking 
place in the city, are eo true a picture of that strange and 
confused era, that we cannot refr^n from here inserting 
■ome of them. 

In one of her first letters Louise de Cochelet relates 
a conversation which she had had with Count Nessel- 
rode, in relation to the queen's future. 

"The Bourbons," ehe writes, "have now been finally 
accepted. I asked Count Nesselrode, whom I have just 
left ; ' Do yon believe that the qneen will be permitted 
to remain in France 1 Will the new rulers Consider this 
■prapmV 'Gertaiul;,' he replied, 'I am sore of it> iot 

n,gn,-.^hyG00gle 
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we will make it a condition witli them, and withoat lu 
they would never have come to the throne at all t It is 
not the Bonrbons, but it is we, it is all Europe, that 
arranges and regulates these matters. I therefore trust 
that they will never violate the agreement. Rest assured 
that the Emperor Alexander will always support the 
right' > 

" All of these strangers here speak of yon, madame, 
with great enthusiaem. Mettemich, who donbtlessty 
recollects your great kindness to his wife and children, 
inquired after you with lively interest. Prince Leopold 
is devotedly attached to yourself and the Empress Jo- 
sephine, and ardently desires to be able to serve you 
both. Count Nesselrode thinks it would be well for you 
to write to the Emperor Alexander, as he takes so warm 
aa interest in your affairs. 

"The old nobility is already mnc^ discontented; it 
considers itself debased, because it sees itself mixed with 
so many new elements." 

" Come to Malmaison with the empress," she writes a 
few days later, "the Emperor Alexander will then go 
there at once to meet you ; he is anxious to make your 
acqaaintance, and yon already owe him some thanks, as 
he devotes himself to yonr interests as though they were 
his own. The Duke of Ticenza, who demeans himself 
so worthily with regard to the Emperor Napoleon, re- 
quests me to inform yon that the future of your children 
depends on your coming to Malmaison. 

"The Emperor Napoleon has signed an agreemsnt^ 
n,gn;-.^hyGoot^le 
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that BecareB the fntare of all the memberB of his family ; 
you can remain in France, and retain your titles. You 
are to have for yonrself and children an income of four 
hundred thousand francs. 

" It is said here that the Faubourg St. Germain is 
forions over the brilliant positions provided for the im- 
perial family and the empress. This is their gratitude 
for all her goodness to tliem. 

" You wish to make Switzerland youi- home. Count 
Neseelrode thinks you may be right, that it is a good re- 
treat; but you should not give up the one you have 
here, and should in any event retain the right to return 
to France. 

" Fancy, madame. Count Nesselrode ineiets on my 
seeing his emperor ! I have not yet consented, because 
I do not like to do any thing without your assent ; but I 
confess I long to make his acquaintance. I am made 
quite happy by hearing you so well spoken of here. 

" Count Nesselrode said to me yesterday : ' Tell the 
queen that I shall be happy to fulfil all her wishes, and 
that I can do so, that I have tlie power.' For great se- 
curity he wishes to have a future assured you that shall 
be independent of the treaty. I do not know what to 
eay to Mm. Write to me, and demand something, I con- 
jure you ! " 

The queen's only response to this appeal was a letter 
addressed to the Emperor Napoleon, and sent to Count 
Nesselrode, with the request that it should be forwarded 
to its destination. 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOt^le 
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" It in Btrange," wrote Loaiee de Cochelet in relation 
to this matter — " strange that all my efforts to serve joa 
here have had no other remit than your sending a oom- 
miseioD to Count Neeselrode to forward to Fontaineblean 
a letter addressed to the Emperor Napoleon. He at first 
thought I was bringing him the letter be had solicited 
for bia emperor ; bnt he well knows how to appreciate 
all that is noble and great, and as be poBeesses the most 
admirable tact, be thinks the letter cannot well reach the 
emperor through him, and will therefore send it to the 
Duke of Vicenza, at Fontaineblean, to be delivered by 
him to the Emperor Napoleon." 

Another letter of Louise de Cocbelet is aa follows : 
'* I have jnst seen Count Nesselrodo again ; he makes 
many inquiries concerning you ; the Emperor of Russia 
now resides on the Elys^ Bourbon. The count tells me 
a story that is in circulation here, and has reference to 
the Empress Marie Louise and the kings her brothere-iu' 
law. They were about to force her to enter a carriage, 
in which they were to continue their journey with her ; 
when she refused to enter, it is said the King of West- 
phalia became so violent that he gave her a little beating. 
She cried for help, and General CafEarelli,* who com- 
manded the guards, came to her rescue. On the'follow- 
ing day she and her son were made prisoners, and all 

• According to Napoleon's instructions, bis brothers were to present 
theerapreea and the King ol Rome from tKlling into the hands at 
tba enemy. De Bauasue narrates this scene in his memoirs, and it 
is self-evident that it was not so storm; as the gossip of Paris poiv 
bnjedit. 
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the crown diamonds in her posseseioD seized by the an* 
thoritieB ; but it seems OS tbongh capture was precisely 
vhat she wiBhed. 

" The Qaeec of Westphalia has just arrived in Paris ; 
die Emperor Alexander, her cousin, called on her imme- 
diately. It is supposed that ebe will return to her father. 

" Your brother's future is not yet determined on, but 
it will oertainly be a desirable and worthy one. There 
are many intrigues going on in connection with it, as 
Oount Nesselrode informs me. As for the kingdom of 
Naples, it is no longer spoken of. By the details of the 
last war with us, narrated to me by the count, I see that 
he despis^ many of our ministers and marshals, and that 
these must be very culpable ; and yet he tells me that 
they considered the result uncertain a week before our 
orerthrow; ae late as die 10th of March they believed 
that peace had been made with Prussia at least 

" Do not grieve over the fate of the emperor on the 
Island of Elba. The emperor selected it himself; the 
allies would have preferred any other place. 

" All the mails arriving at Paris have been seized by 
the allies. Among the letters there was one from the 
Empress Marie Louise to her hnsband. She writes that 
her son is well, but that on awakening from a good 
night's rest he had tried and told her he had dreamed 
of his father; notwithstanding all her coaxing and prom- 
ifee of playthings, he had, however, refused to tell what 
he had dreamed of his father, and that this circumstance 
had made her uneasy in spite of her wilL 
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"Prince Leopold resides in the eame hoose -mtii 
Countess Taeclier; he is incessantly busied with yonrs 
and your mother's affairs ; he at least is not oblivions of 
the kindness you have both shown him. I know that it 
is hiB intention to apeak to the Emperor of Bossia, and 
then write to you. 

" All your friends say that yon mnst consider the in- 
terest of your children, and accept the future o£Eered 
you. M. de Lavalette and the Duke of Vicenza are also 
of this opinion. Yon lose enough without this, and you 
may well permit the victors to return a small portion of 
tliat which they have taken from yon, and which is right- 
fully yours. 

" In short, all your friends demand that you shall re- 
pair to Malmaison as soon as the Emperor Napoleon 
shall have departed from Fontaineblean. I am assured 
that the Emperor Alexander intends to hunt you up in 
Novara if you should not come to Malmaison. It will 
therefore be impossible to avoid him. Consider that the 
fate of your children lies in his hands 1 In the treaty 
of Fontaineblean you and your children were provided 
for together ; this is a great point for yon, and proves 
how highly you are thought of. 

" It is to the Emperor of Russia alone that you owe 
this ; and when the Duke of Ticenza submitted this arti- 
cle of the treaty to the Emperor Napoleon for his signa^ 
tnre, it met with his entire approval. Your sole and 
nndivided authority over your children is thereby ac- 
knowledged. You should, therefore, not reject the good 
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offered 70a for your children. I do not think it would 
require mnch pereaaaioD to iudnce others to accept that 
which ia tendered you. 

"Madame Tascher, who has proved herself to be 
year true friend and relative, has just had her first inter- 
view with the Dnke of Dalberg, the member of the pro- 
visional government. She spoke of you, and I will here 
give yon his response, word for word : ' 8he is consid- 
ered as being altogether foreign to the Bonaparte family, 
because she has separated herself from her husband. She 
will be the refuge of her children, who are left to her- 
She is so dearly beloved and highly esteemed, that she 
can be very happy. She can remain in France, and do 
whatever she pleases ; but she must now return to Paris.' 
Ooimtess Tascher came to me immediately after leav- 
ing the di^e, in order to acquaint me with what he 
had said. 

" Friends and foes alike say this about yoo : ' Those 
who are not delighted with what is being done for the 
queen are bad people I And as for her, what has she to 
regret in all this? Only the good she has done ! Now, 
the world will dare to love her, and to express their love ; 
she has bo few wishes, she is so perfect I ' 

" In short, it would seem almost that the people are 
pleased with the misfortune that places yon in the right 
Hght, and they say, ' She is far more worthy in herself 
than when surrounded by a glittering court ! ' 

"Yesterday I saw the new arrivals from Fontaine- 
bleao, H. de Lascoor and M. de Lavoestine. They came 
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to me to learn where yoa were to be found, and iittmd 
viaiting yon at once, either at Norara or at Hahnaiwn, i 
as the case may be. These two gentlemen are tme 
knights. ' No matter what she is to become,' said they ; 
' we can now show our devotion, without incurring ths 
riek of being considered flatterers.' 

" The last two weeks at Font^aeblean have been a 
period of the greatest interest All these young men, 
together with M. de Lab^ioyere and U. de Montesquieu, 
wished to accompany the emperor ; bat be forbade their 
doing so, and, in taking leave of them, appealed to them 
to remain, and to continue to serve their coootry zeal- 
onely. 

" Laeconr and Lavoestine, together with many otlier 
officers of the army, are much displeased with the ges" 
erab who left Fontainebleau without taking leave of the 
emperor, 

" Upon taking leave of the Empresa Josephine, the 
emperor is reported to have said : ' She was right ; my 
separation from her has brought misfortune upon my 
head.' 

" It ia said that the Duchess of Montebello will leave 
the Empress Marie Louise." 

But all these entreaties and flatteries, and these ap- 
peals to a mother's heart, were, ae yet, powerless to break 
the queen's pride. She still considered it more worthy 
and becoming to remain away from the ci^ in which the 
ladies of the Faubourg St. Gtermain were celebrating 
the orgies of their victorious royalism with the fioldiert 
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of ihe allied armies. Instead of yielding to Loolee de 
Cochelet's antreaties, the queen wrote her the following 



"Mt deab Louise, — My resolution givee you pain I 
Yon all accuse me of childisli waywardness. You are 
nnjiist 1 My mother can follow the Duke de Tioenza'i 
oonnsel ; she will go to MalmaiBon, but I ranain hero, 
and I have good reasons for doing so. I cannot separate 
my interests from those of my children. It is they, it it 
tiieir nearest relatives, who are being sacrificed by all 
that ie taking place, and I am, therefore, determined not 
to approach those who are working our ruin. I must be 
eaddened by our great misfortnue, and I will appear 
so, and abstain from approaching those who would Btill 
consider me a supplicant, even though I sbonld demand 
nothing of them. 

" I can readily believe that the Emperor Alexander is 
kindly disposed toward me ; I have heard much good of 
him, even from the Emperor Napoleon. Althoagb I wai 
once auziouB to make his acquaintance, I at ttufi moment 
have no desire to see him. Is he not oar Taoquiaher t 
In their hearts, yoiir friends must all approve of mj de- 
termination, whatever they may say. I find retirement 
congenial. When you have seen enough of your friend^ 
you will return to me. I am sufEering in my breast, and 
efaall perhaps go to some watering-place. I do not know 
whether it is due to the air of Novara, but since I have 
been here I cannot breathe. Hy friends Dudntaiu Uwt 
ih,Goot^le 
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it U due to the mental Bbocke resulting from the great 
BTentB that have transpired ; bat they are in error ; death 
haa spared na all, and the loss of a glittering position is 
not the greatest loss one can sustain. "What personal hap* 
pineaa do I lose i My brother will, I trust, be well and 
snitably provided for, and he will be no longer exposed 
to danger. He mnst be very nneasy on onr account, and 
yet I dare not write to him, as my letters woold probably 
never reach him ; if an opportunity should present itself, 
please let him know that we are no longer sDrronnded by 
dangers. Adieu. I entreat you once more to ondertake 
nothing in my behalf. I fear your impetnosity and 
friendehip, and yet I love to be able to count on yoo. 
My children are welL My mother opposes all my plans ; 
she asserts that she has need of me ; but I shall, never- 
theless, go to her who must now be more unhappy than 

all of Ufi. HOBTEHBE." 

She of whom Hortense thought that she mnst be 
more unhappy than all of them, was the wife of Napo- 
leon, Marie Louise, who had now left Blois, to which 
place she had gone as empress-regent, and repaired to 
Bambonillet, to await the decision of the allies with re- 
gard to the future of herself and son. It was certainly 
one of the most peculiar features of this period, so rich 
in eztraordinaiy occurrences, to see the sovereigns of 
Europe, the overthrown rulers of France, and diose who 
were about to grasp the sceptre once more, thrown con- 
fusedly together in Paris, and within a eirenit of some 
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fifty milee aroand that city : a Sonrbon in the Tnileriee, 
Bonaparte at Fontaineblean, his wife and Mb bod at Sam- 
bonillet, die divorced empreaa B.t Novara, the Emperore 
of BuBEda and Austria, and the King of Frnesia, at Paris ; 
moreover, a whole train of little Glflnnan potentates and 
princee, and the Napoleonic kings and princes, who were 
all Bojonming in Paris or its vicinity. 

The Qneeu of Holland considered it her duty, in these 
days of misf ortone and danger, to stand at the aide of her 
whom Napoleon had commanded them to consider the 
head of the family, and to serve faithfully in life and 
death. Hortense therefore determined to go to the Km- 
prees Marie Lonise at Kambonillet, in accordance with 
the emperor's commands. 

This determination filled the hearts of the queen's 
friends with sorrow ; and Louise had no sooner received 
the letter in which the queen announced her impending 
departare, than she hastened to reply, imploring her to 
abandon this intention. M. de Marmold, the queen's 
equerry, departed with all speed to bring this letter to 
the queen at Louis, where she was to pass the night, and 
to add his entreaties to those of Louise. 

" M. de Marmold, the bearer of this letter, will deliver 
it to yon at Louis, if he arrives there in good time," wrote 
Louise de Cochelet. " If yon go to Eambonillet, you will 
destroy your own position, and also that of your children; 
this is the conviction of all your friends. I was so happy, 
for Prince Leopold had written you, in the name of the 
Emperor Alexander, and begged you to come to Ual* 
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maUoQ. Yon could not hare avoided seeing him, &s lie 
would even have gone to Kovara, Instead, however, of 
returning with the EmprcBS Josephine, you are on the 
point of nniting yourself with a family that has never 
loved you. With them you will experience nothing but 
distresB, and they will not be thankful for the sacrifice 
you are about to make. You will regret this step when 
it is too late. I conjure you, do not go to Eambouillet I 

" Your course will touch those to whom you are going 
but little, and will displease the allies, who take so much 
interest in yon. 

*' The empress is a thorough Austrian at heart, and 
the visits of members of her husband's family are regard- 
ed witli disfavor. I tell you this at the request of Prince 
Leopold and Madame de Caulaincourt. The latter, if you 
do not come here soon, will go to you, in spite of her 
great age. She conjures you not to go to Kambouillet, as 
your lady of honor, and the friend of your mother ; she 
even forbids your doing so. 

" When I informed Prince Leopold of your intention 
to go to the Empress Marie Louise at Rambouillet, his 
eyes tilled with tears. ' It is beautiful to be proud,' said 
he, ' but she can no longer retreat ; she is already under 
obligations to the Emperor of Eiissia, who effected the 
treaty of the 11th of April. I await her reply, to dcHver 
it to the emperor : she owes him a reply.' 

" I passed an hour \iitli our good friend Lavdette 
this morning. This excellent man knew nothing of the 
measures we have been taking to persuade you to return, 
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•ad Bsid to me : ' How fortunate it would be for her and 
her cliildren, if the emperor ahonld deaire to see her I ' 
Do come, do come ; show jour friends this favor ; we 
shall all be in despair if you go to Bambouillet I 

" Prince Leopold will write yon a few lines. He 
could not be more devoted to yourself and the Empress 
Josephine if yon were bis mother and his sister. Coont 
TschemitschefE has been to see me. The Emperor of 
Aostria arrives here to-morrow, and the new French 
princes and the king will soon follow, "What a change I 

" You must see the Emperor of Knseia, becanse he so 
mnch desires it I conjure yon, on my knees, to do me 
this favor ! The emperor conducts himself so hand- 
■omely that every one is constrained to respect him ; one 
forgets that he is the conqueror, and can only remember 
him as the protector. He seems to be the refuge of all 
fhose who have lost all, and are in distress. His conduct 
is admirable ; ho receives none but bunness calls, and 
such others as are absolutely necessary. The fur ladies 
of the Faubourg St. Germain cannot boast of his atten- 
tion to them, and this does bini all the more credit, he 
being, as it is said, very susceptible to the fair sex. He 
told Prince Leopold that he intended going to Novara, 
adding ; ' Ton know that I love and esteem this family ; 
Prince Eugene is the prince of knights ; I esteem the Em- 
press Josephine, Queen Hortense, and Prince Eugene, all 
the more from the fact that her demeanor toward the 
Emperor Napoleon has been so much more noble than 
that of 80 many others, who should have showu him 
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more devotion.' How could it be poaaible not to respect 
a man of Boch nobility of character } I trnst yon will 
soon have an opportanity of judging of thia yourself. 
For God's Bake, retnm 1 Lodisk." 

Bnt these entreaties were all in vain. M, de Mar- 
mold arrived at Louis in time to aee the queen ; he de- 
livered the letters of her friends, and did all that lay in 
his power to persuade her not to go to EambouiUet. 

Bat Hortense held firmly to her intention. "Ton 
are right," said she. " All this is tme ; bnt I shall, nev- 
ertheless, go to the Empress Marie Louise, for it is my 
duty to do so. If unpleasant consequences shonld result 
from this step for me, I shall pay no attention to them, 
but merely continue to do my duty. Of all of ns, the 
Empress Marie Louise must be the most unhappy, and 
must stand most in need of consolation ; it is, therefore, 
at her side that I can be of most use, and nothing can 
alter my determination." 



CHAPTER XV. 

qUKEN HOBTSMSB ASD THE EHFBBOB ALEIASHEa. 

QuBBH HoBTENBX had gone to Bambouillet, in spite 
of the entreaties and exhortationB of her friends. The 
Empress Marie Louise had, however, received her with 
an air of embarrassment. She had told the queen that 
she w&B expecting her father, the Emperor of Austria, 
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aad that she feared tbe queen's preeence might make him 
feel ill at ease. Moreover, the young empress, although 
dejected and grave, was bj uo means bo sorrowful and 
miBerable as Hortense expected. The fate of her hns- 
baod had not wounded the heart of Marie Louise as 
deeply as that of the Empress Josephine. 

Hortense felt that she was not needed there ; that the 
presence of the Emperor of Austria would suffice to 
console the Empress of France for her husband's over- 
throw. She thought of Josephine, who was so deeply 
saddened by Napoleon's fate ; and finding that, instead 
of consoling, she only embarrassed the Empress l^rie 
Louise, she hastened to relieve her of her presence. 

And now, at last, Hortense bowed her proud, pure 
heart beneath the yoke of necessity; now, at last, she 
listened to the prayers and representations of her mother, 
who had returned to Malmaison, and of her friends, and 
went to Paris. It had been too often urged upon her 
. that she owed it to her sous to secure their f ortone and 
future, not to overcome her personal repugnance, and 
conform herself to this new command of doty. 

She had, therefore, returned to Paris for a few days, 
and taken up her abode in her dwelling, whose present 
dreariness recalled, with sorrowful eloquence, the grand- 
eur of the past. 

These drawing-rooms, once tbe rendezvous of so many 

kings and princes, were now desolate, and bore on their 

soiled floors the footprints of the hostile soldiers who 

had recently been quartered there. At the czar's solid- 

ih,Goot^le 
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tation, thej had now been removed; but the qneen^B 
honsehold servants had also left it. Faithless and on- 
gratefol, the; had toroed tlieir backa on the fiettsng Ban, 
and fled from the storm that had buret over the head of 
their mistress. 

The Emperor Alexander hastened to the queen's 
dwelling ae soon as her arrival in Paris wat announced, 
the qneen advancing to meet him as far as the outermost 
antechamber. 

" 6ire," said she, with a soft smile, " I have no means 
of receiving yon with due ceremonj ; my antechambers 
are deserted." 

The appearance of this solitary woman, this queen 
without a crown, without fortune, and without protection 
and support, who nevertheless stood before him in all the 
charms of beauty and womanhood, a soft smile on her 
lips, made a deep impression on the emperor, and his 
eyes filled with tears. 

The queen observed this, and hastened to say, " But 
what o£ that ? I do not think that antechambers filled 
with gold-embroidered liveries would make those who 
come to see me happier, and I esteem myself happy in 
being able to do you the honors of my house alone. I 
have, therefore, only won." 

The emperor took her hand, and, while conducting 
the queen to her room, conversed with her, with that 
soft, sad expression peculiar to him, lamenting with bit- 
ter self-reproaches almost that ho was himself, in part, to 
blame for the misfortunes that had overtaken the em- 
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peror and hie family. He then conjured her to abandon 
her intention of leaving France, and to preserve herself 
for her mother and friends. He told her that, in aban- 
doning her coautry, her friends, and her rights, she 
would be gnilt; of a crime agunet her own children, 
againBt her two sons, who were entitled to demand a 
country and a lortnne at her hands. 

The qneen, overcome at last by these earnest and 
eloquent representations, . declared her readiness to re- 
main in France, if tihe welfare of her sons should 
require it. 

" Until now," said she, " I had formed all my reso- 
lutions with reference to misfortnne. I was entirely re- 
signed, and I never bought of the possibility of any 
thing fortunate happening for me ; emd even yet, I do 
not know what I can desire and demand. I am, how- 
ever, determined to accept nothing for myself and chil- 
dren that would be unworthy of ns, and I do not know 
what that could be." 

With an assuring smile, the emperor extended his 
hand to the queen. " Leave that to me," said he. " It 
is, then, understood, yon are to remain in France ? " 

" Sire, you have convinced me that the future of my 
sons requires it I shall therefore remain." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE NEW iraCLKS. 



Maucaison, to which place Hortenae had retnnied 
after a short stay in Paris, and where the Empress Jose- 
phine was also sojourning, was a kind of f oens for social 
amusemeDt and relaxation for the soTereigns assembled 
in Paris. Each of these kings and princes wished to 
pay his homage to the Empress Josephine and her 
daughter, and thereby, in a measure, show the last hon- 
ors to the dethroned emperor. 

On one occasion, when the King of Pmseia, with his 
two sons, Prince Frederick "William (the late king) and 
William, had come to Malmataon, and announced their 
desire to call on the empress, she sent them an invitation 
to a family dinner, at which she also invited the Em- 
peror of Eu^ia and his two brothers to attend. 

The emperor accepted this invitation, and on enter- 
ing, with the young archdukes, the parlor in which the 
Duchess de St. Leu was sitting, he took his two brothers 
by the hand and conducted them to Hortense. 

" Madame," Baid he, " I confide my brothers to your 
keeping. They are now making their debut in society. 
My mother fears their heads may be turned by the bean- 
ties of France; and in bringing them to Kalm^son, 
where so many charming persons are assembled, I am 
certainly fulfilling my promise to preserve them from 
fluch a fate but poorly." 

D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 
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" Keaesure yourself, sire," replied the queen, grarelj ; 
" I wiil 1)6 their mentor, and I promise jon a motherly 
surveillance." 

The emperor laughed, aud, pointing to Hortense'B 
two 80DB, who had jnet been brooght in, he said : "Ah, 
madame, it would be much leee daQgerous for my broth- 
ers if they were of the age of tlieae boys." 

He approached the two boys with extended hands, 
and while conversing with thera in a kindly and affec- 
tionate manner, addressed tliem with the titles "mon- 
seignenr" and " imperial highness." 

The children regarded hiin wonderingly, for the Bos- 
aisn emperor was the first to address the little Napoleon 
and his younger brother, Loois Napoleon, with these im- 
posing titles. The queen had never allowed them to be 
called by any bnt their own names. She wished to pre- 
serve them from vain pride, and teach them to depend 
on their own intrinsic merit. 

Shortly afterward the King of Pmseia and his sons 
were announced, and the emperor and his brothers left 
the young princes, and advanced to meet the king. 

"While the emperor and the king were exchanging 
salutations, Hortense's two sons inquired of their gov- 
erness the names of the gentlemen who had jast entered. 

" It is the King of Prussia," whispered the govern- 
ess ; " and the gentleman who has jnst spoken with yon 
is the Emperor of Rnseia." 

The little Lonis Napoleon regarded the tall figures 
pf these priiices thoughtfully for a moment, by no means 



188 QUBBN H0ETEN8E. 

impr^sed by their imposing titlefl. He waa so accus- 
tomed to Bee hie mother Burronnded by kings, and theee 
kings had always been his oncleB, 

"Mademoiselle," said the httle Lonis Napoleon, after 
a short pause, " are these two new gentlemen, the em- 
peror and the king, also oar micles, like aU the others, 
. and most we call them so ! " 

" No, Lonis, yon must simply call them ' sire.' " 

"But," said the boy, after a moment's reflection, 
" why is it that they are not our uncles ? " 

The governess withdrew with the two children to the 
back of die parlor, and explained to them, in & low voice, 
that the emperors and kings then in Paris, far from 
being their uncles, were their vanquishers. 

" Then," exclaimed the elder boy, Napoleon Louis, his 
face flushing with anger, "then they are the enemies 
of my uncle, the emperor ! Why did this Emperor of 
Bussia embrace ns ? " 

" Because he is a noble and generous enemy, who is 
endeavoring to serve you and your mother in yoiir pres- 
ent misfortune. Without him yon would possess nothing 
more in the world, and the fate of your uncle, the em- 
peror, would be much sadder than it already is." 

" Then we ought to love this emperor very dearly? " 
said the httle Lonis Napoleon. 

*' Certainly ; for you owe him many thanks." 

The young prince regarded the emperor, who was 
conversing with the empress Josephine, long and 
thoughtfully. 

D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 



DEATH OF THE EHPBBSS JOSEPHINK 180 

Wlien the emperor returned to MalmaiBon on the 
following day, and while he was dtting at his mother*B 
Bide in the garden-honse, little Louis Napoleon, walking 
on tiptoe, noiselessly approached the emperor from be- 
hind, laid a BmaU glittering object in his hand, and nut 
away. 

The qneen called him back, and demanded with ear- 
nest severity to ki^ow what he had done. 

The little prince retnmed reluctantly, hanging his 
head with embarrassment, and said, blushing deeply: 
** Ah, maman, it is the ring Uncle Engene gave me. I 
wished to give it to the emperor, because he is so good to 
my maman ! " 

J)eeplj touched, the emperor took the boy in his 
arms, seated him on his knees, and kissed him tenderly. 

Then, in order to give the little prince an immediate 
reward, he attached the ring to his watch-chain, and 
swore that he would wear the token afi long as he' lived.* 



CHAPTER XVn. 

DEATH OF THB SHPBESS JOSKPHISS. 

Since Napoleon's star had grown pale, and himself 
compelled to leave France as an exile, life seemed to Jo- 
sephine also to be enveloped in a gloomy mourning-veil ; 
she felt that her son had set, and night come npon her. 
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Bnt she kept this feeling a profoimd secret, and never 
allowed a complaint or eigh to betray her grief to her 
tenderly-belored danghter. Her ooin]^Dt8 were for the 
emperor, her sighs for the fate of her children and 
grandehildren. She seemed to hare forgotten herself; 
her wishes were all for others. With the pleasing ad- 
dress and grace of which age coold not depnTe her, she 
did the honors of her hoose to the foreign sorereigns in 
M^maison, and assumed a forced composnre, in which 
lier sonl had no share. She wonld hare preferred to 
withdraw with her grief to the retirement of her cham- 
bers, but she thonght it her duty to make this sacrifice 
for the welfare of her danghter and grandchildren ; and 
she, the loving mother, conld do what Hortense's pride 
wonld not permit — she could entreat the £mperor Alex- 
ander to take pity on her danghtcr's fate. 

When, therefore, the czar had finally succeeded in 
establishing her future, and had received the letters-pat- 
ent which secured to the queen the duchy of St. Leu, 
Alexander hastened to Malmaison, to communicate this 
good news to the Empress Joeephine. 

She did not reward him with words, but with gush- 
ing tears, as she extended to the emperor both hands. 
She then begged him, with touching earnestness, to ac- 
cept from her a remembrance of this hour. 

The emperor pointed to a cup, on which a portrMt of 
Josephine was painted, and begged her to give him that. 

"No, sire," said she; '^such a cup can be bought 
ly where. But I wish to give you Bomethingv that can- 
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not be had anywhere else in the world, and that will 
sometimes remind yon of me. It ib a present that I 
received from Pope Pioa VII., on tlie day of my eoro- 
uation. I present yon with this token in commemora- 
tion of the day on which you bring my daughter the 
dncal crown, in order that it may remind yon of mother 
and daughter alike — of the dethroned empress and of 
the dethroned qneen." 

This present, which she now extended to the em- 
peror with a charming smile, was an antique cameo, of 
immense size, and so wondronsly-well executed that the 
empress could well say its equal was nowhere to be 
found in the world. On this cameo the heads of Alex- 
ander the Great and of Ms father, Philip of Macedonia, 
were portrayed, side by side ; and the beauty of the 
wockmanship, as well as the size of the stone, made this 
cameo a gem of inestimable value. And for this reason 
the emperor at first refused to accept this truly imperial 
present, and he yielded only when he perceived that his 
refusal would offend the empress, who seemed to be 
more pale and irritable than UEoal. 

Josephine was, in reality, sadder than usual, for the 
royal family of the Bourbons had on this day caused her 
heart to Meed anew. Josephine had read an article in 
the joomals, in which, in the most contemptuous and 
cruel terms, attention was called to the fact that the eld- 
est son of the Queen of Holland had been interred in the 
- Cathedral of Notre-Dame, and that the Minister Blacas 
had now issued an order to have the cotSn, retnoye^ 
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from its restiiig-pl&eej and buried in an ordinary graTe< 
yard. 

Hortenfie, 'who bad read tbia article, bad hastened to 
Puis, in order that she might herself eoperintend the 
remoTsl of the body of her beloved child from Notre- 
Dame, and its reinterment in the Church of St. Leo. 

"While she informed the emperor of this new insalt, 
Josephine's whole figure trembled, and a deathly pal- 
lor overspread her countenance. Josephine lacked the 
strength to conceal her snfEeriags to-day, for the first 
time ; Hortense was not present, and she might tiiere- 
fore, for once, allow herself the sad consolation of ebow- 
ing, bereft of its smile and its paint, the pale counte- 
nance, which death had already lightly touched. 

" Your majesty is ill ! " exclaimed the emperor, in 
dismay. 

With a smile, which bronght tears to Alexander's 
eyes, Josephine pointed to her breaet, and whispered : 
" Sire, I have received the deatb-woand here ! " 

Yes, she was right ; she had received a fatal wound, 
uid her heart was bleeding to death. 

Terrified by Josephine's condition, the eqiperor hur- 
ried to Paris, and sent bis own physician to inquire after 
her condition. "When the latter returned, he informed 
the emperor that Josephine was dangeroosly ill, and that 
he did not believe her recovery possible. 

He was right, and Alexander saw the empreas do 
more! Hortense and Eugene, her two children, held a 
sad wateh at their mother's bedside throughout the night 
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The beet phyBicians were called in, but these only eon- 
firmed what the Bnssian physician had said — the con- 
dition of the empress was hopeless. Her heart was 
broken I With strong hands, she had held it together as 
long as her children's welfare seemed to reqnire. Now 
that Hortense's future was also assured — now that she 
knew that her grandchildren would, at least, not be com- 
pelled to wander about the world as exiled b^gars — now 
Josephine withdrew her hands &om her heart, and sof- 
fered it to bleed to death. 

On the 29th of May, 1814, the Empress Josephine 
died, of an illness which had apparently lasted bnt two 
days, HorteQBe had not heard her mother's death-sigh ; 
when she re-entered the room with Eugene, after her 
mother had received the sacrament from Abbe Bertrand 
— when she saw her mother, with outstretched arms, 
vainly endeavoring to speak to them — Hortense fainted 
away at her mother's bedside, and the empress breathed 
her last sigh in Eugene's arms. 

The intelligence of the death of the empress affected 
Paris profoundly. It seemed as though all the city had 
forgotten for a day that Napoleon was no longer the 
mler of France, and that the Bourbons had reascended 
the throne of their fathers. All Paris mourned ; for the 
hearts of the French people had not forgotten this 
woman, who had so long been their benefactress, and of 
whom each could relate tJie most touching traits of good- 
ness, of generosity, and of gentleness. 

Josephine, now that she was dead, was once more en- 
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throned as empreaa in the hearts of the French people, 
aad thoDBandfi poured into Malmftison, to pay their laet 
homage to their deceased eoipress. Even t^e Fanbonrg 
St Qermain moamed with the Parigisos ; th^se haughty 
and insolent roy^ts, who had returned with the Bour- 
bons, may, perhaps, for a moment, have recalled the 
benefits which the empress had shown them, when, as 
the mighty Empress of France, she employed the half of 
her allowance for the relief of the emigrants. They had 
returned without thinking of the thuiks they owed their 
forgotten benefactress ; now that she was dead, they no 
longer withheld the tribute of their admiration. 

" Alas ! " exclaimed Madame Ducayla, the king^s 
friend ; " alas I how interesting a lady was this Jose- 
phine ! What tact, what goodness I How well she knew 
how to do everything ! And she shows her tact and 
good taste to the last, in dying just at this moment 1 " 

Immediately after the death of the empress, Eugene 
had conducted the queen from the death-chamber, almost 
violently, and had taken her and her children to St Leu. 
The body of the empress wae interred in Malmaison, and 
followed to the grave by her two grandchildren only. 
Grief had made both ofher children severely ill, and 
the little princes were followed, not by her relatives, but 
by the Russian General Von Sacten, who represented 
the emperor, and by the equipages of all those kings and 
princes who had helped to hurl the Bonapartes from 
their thrones and restore the Bourbons. 

The emperor passed bis last night in France, before 
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leayiitg for England, at St. .Lea ; and, on taking leave of 
Eugene and Hortenae, who, at the earnest solicitation of 
her brother, had left her room for the first time since her 
mother's death, for the purpose of seeing the emperor, he 
assured them of his nnchangeable friendship and attach- 
ment. As he knew that, among those whom he strongly 
snspected, Pozzo di Eorgo,* the ambassador he left be- 
hind him in Paris, was an irreconcilable enemy of Napo- 
leon and his family, he had assigned to duty at the em- 
bassy as attacks, a gentleman selected for this purpose 
by Louise de Cochelet — M. de Boutiakin — and it was 
through him that the emperor directed that the letters 
and wishes of the qaeen and of her faithful young lady 
friend should be received and answered. 

A few days later Eugene also left St. Leii and his 
sister Hortense, to return, witli the King of Bavaria, to 
his new home in Germany. It was not nntil his depart- 
ure that Hortense felt to ita full extent the gloomy lone- 
lioeas and dreary solitude by which she was surrounded. 
She had not wept over the downfall of all the grandeur 
and magnificence by which she had formerly been sur- 
rounded ; she had not complained when the whirlwind 
of fate hurled to the ground the crowns of all her rela- 
tions, but had bowed her head to the storm with resigna- 
tion, and smiled at the loss of her royal titles ; but now, 
as she stood in her parlor at St. Leu and saw none about 

* Upon receiring the intelligence of the death of the emperor at 
St. Helena, Pozzo di Borgo said : " I did not kill him, but I threw tho 
last handful of earth on his coffin, in order that he might nevci rise 
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lier but her two little boys and the few ladies who still 
remained faithful — now, Hortense wept, 

" Alas 1 " she cried, bursting into tears, as she extended 
her han.d to Louise de Cochelet, "alas I my courage is at 
an end 1 My mother is dead, my brother has left me, the 
Emperor Alexander will soon forget his promised protec- 
tion, and I alone must contend, with toy two children, 
against all the annoyances and enmities to which the 
name I bear will subject me I I fear I shall live to re- 
gret that I allowed myself to be persnaded to abandon 
my former plan. Will the love I bear my country 
recompense me for the torments which are in store 
for me ? " 

The queen's dark forebodings were to be only too 
fully realized. In the great and solemn hour of misfor- 
tune. Fate lifts to mortal vision the veil that coneeals the 
future, and, like the- Trojan prophetess, we see the im- 
pending evil, powerless to avert it. 
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Oh the 12th of April, Count d'Artoie, whom Lonia 
XVlli. had sent in advarice, and invested with the dig- 
nity of a lieutenant -general of France, made his tri- 
□mphal entry into Paris. At the gates of the city, he 
waa received by the newly-formed provisional govern- 
ment, Talleyrand at its head ; and here it was that 
Count d'Artoie replied to the address of that gentleman 
in the following words : " Kothing is changed in France, 
except that from to-day there will be one Frenchman 
more in the land." The people received him with cold 
cariosity, and the allied troops formed a donble line for 
his passage to the Tnileries, at which the ladies of the 
Fanbourg St. Germain, adorned with white lilies and 
white cockades, received him with glowing enthusiasm. 
Countess Dncayla, afterward the well-known friend of 
Louis XYUI., had been one of the most active instni- 
ments of the restoration, and she it was who had first nn-' 
folded again in France the banner of the Bonrbons — the 
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white flag. A few days before the entrance of the prince, 
sJie had gone, with a number of her royalist friends, into 
the streets, in order to excite the people to some enthu- 
siasm for the legitimate dynasty. But the people and 
the army had still preserved their old love for the em- 
peror, and the proclamation of Prince Schwartzenberg, 
read by Eauvineux in the streets, was listened to in si- 
lence. True, the royalists cried, " Vive le roi I " at the 
end of this reading, but the people remained indifferent 
and mute. 

This sombre silence alarmed Countess Ducayla ; it 
seemed to indicate a secret discontent with the new order 
of things. She felt that this sullen people must be in- 
flamed, and made to speak with energy and distinctness. 
To awaken enthusiasm by means of words and procla- 
mations had been attempted in vain ; now the countess 
determined to attempt to arouse them by another means 
— to astonish them by the display of a striking symbol — 
to show them the white flag of the Bourbons ! 

She gave her companion, Count do Montmorency, her 
handkerchief, that he might wave it aloft, fastening it 
to tlie end of his cane, in order that it should be more 
conspicuous. This handkerciiief of Countess Ducayla, 
fastened to the eane of a Montmorency, was the first 
royalist banner that fluttered over Paris, after a banish- 
ment of twenty years. The Parisians looked at this ban- 
ner with a kind of reverence and shuddering wonder; 
they did not greet it with applause ; they still remained 
tilent, but they nevertheless followed the procession of 
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roy^iste, who marched to the bonlevarde, ehontiiig, " Vive 
le roi I " They took no part in their jo jf ul demoofitratioD, 
bat neither did they attempt to prevent it. 

This demonstration of the royalists, and particularly 
of the royahst ladies, transcended the bonuds of pro- 
priety, and of their own dignity. In their fanaticism 
for the Intimate dynasty, they gave the allies a recep- 
tion, which almost assumed the character of a declaration 
of loTe, on the part of the fair ladies of the Faubourg St. 
Germain, for all the soldiers and officers of the allied 
army. In a strange confusion of ideas, tltese warriors, 
who had certainly entered France as enemies, seemed to 
these fair ones to be a part of the beloved Bourbons ; 
and they loved them with almost the same love they lav- 
ished upon the royal family itself. During several days 
they were, in their hearts, the daughters of all countries 
except their own ! 

Louis X V III. was himself much displeased with this 
enthusiasm of the ladies of the Faubourg St Germain, 
and openly avowed to Countess Ducayla his dissatisfaction 
with the ridiculous and contemptible behavior of these 
ladies at that time. He was even of the opinion that it 
was calculated to injure bis cause, as the nation had then 
not yet prononnced in his favor. 

" They should," said he, "have received the allies with 
a dignified reserve, without frivolous demonstrations, and 
without this inconsiderate devotion. Such a demeanor 
would have inspired them with respect for the nation, 
whereas they now leave Paris with the conviction that 
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we are still — as we were fifty years ago — ^the most giddy 
and frivolous people of Europe. Tou porticnkrly, ladies 
— you have compromised yourselves in an iQCompreheo- 
Bible manner. The allies seemed to you so lovable en 
masse, that you gave yourselves the appearance of also 
loving them «» detail; and this has occasioned reports 
concerning you which do little honor to French ladies ! " 

" But, mon Dieu / " replied Countess Dueayla to her 
royal friend, " w© wished to show them a well-earned 
gratitude for the benefit they conferred in restoring to us 
■ your majesty ; we wished to offer them freely what we, 
tired of reBistance, were at last compelled to accord to 
the tyrants o£ the republic and the eabre-heroes of the 
empire I None of ub can regret what we have done for 
our good friends the allies ! " 

Nevertheless, that which the ladies "had done for 
their good friends the allies" was the' occasion of many 
annoying family scenes, and the husbands who did not 
fully participate in the enthusiasm of their wives were 
of the opinion that they had good cause to complain of 
dieir inordinate zeal. 

Count G , among others, had married a young 

and beautiful lady a few days before the restoration. 
She, in her youthful innocence, was entirely indifferent 
to pohtieal matters ; but her step-father, her stepmother, 

and her husband, Count G , were royalists of the first 

water. 

On the day of the entrance of the allies into Paris, 
step-father, step-mother, and husband, in common with 
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all good legitimists, harried forward to welcome " their 
good friends," and each of them returned to their dwell- 
ing with a stranger — the hosbaud with an Englishman, 
the step-mother with a Frnsaian, and the step-father with 
an Austrian. The three endeavored to outdo each other 
in the attentions which they showered upon the guests 
they had the good fortnne to possess. The little eonnt- 
ess alone remained indifferent, in the midst of the joy 
of her family. They reproached her with having too 
little attachment for the good cause, and exhorted her to 
do everything in her power to entertain the gallant men 
who had restored to France her king. 

The hnsband requested the Enghshman to instruct 
the young countess in riding ; the marquise begged the 
Prnasian to escort her daughter to the ball, and teach her 
the German waltz ; and, finally, the marquie, who had 
discovered a hue taste for paintings in the Austrian, ap- 
pealed to this gentleman to condact the young wife 
through the picture-galleries. 

Id short, every opportunity was given the young 
countess to commit a folly, or rather three follies, for 
she did not like to give the preference to any one of the 
three strangers. She was young, and inexperienced in 
matters of this kind. Her triple intrigue was, therefore, 
soon discovered, and betrayed to her family ; and now ■ 
husband, step-father, and step-mother, were exasperated. 
This exceeded even the demands of their royalism ; and 
they showered reproaches on the head of the yonng wife 

" It is not my fault ! " cned she, sobbing. " I only 
u 
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did what jon commaDded. You ordered me to do every- 
thiog in my power to entertain theee geDtlemen, and I 
conld therefore refnse them nothiDg." 

Bnt there were also caaes in which the advances of 
the enthnsiafltic ladies of the Fanbourg St Germain were 
repelled. Even the high-bom and hanghty Marqniae 

M waa to experietice lias mortification. She stepped 

before the sollen, sombre veterans of the Old Guard of 
the empire, who had just allowed Count d'Artoia to pass 
before their ranks in dead silence. She ardently ap- 
pealed to their love for the dynasty of their fathers, and, 
in her enthusia£m for royalism, went so far as to offer her- 
self as a reward to him wlio should first cry " Yifoe Is 
roi/" But the faithful soldiers of the emperor stood 
unmoved by this generous offer, and the silence remained 
unbroken by the lowest cry ! 

The princes who stood at th© head of the allied 
armies were, of course, the objects of the most ardent 
enthusiasm of the royalist ladies ; bnt it was, above all 
with them that they found the least encouragement. 
The Emperor of Austria was too much occupied with 
the future of his daughter and grandson, and the King 
of Prussia was too grave and severe, to find any pleas- 
ure in the coquetries of women. The young Emperor 
Alexander of Knssia, therefore, became the chief object 
of their enthusiasm and love. But their enthusiasm also 
met with a poor recompense in this quarter. Almost 
dintmstfully, tlie czar held himself aloof from the ladies 
of the Faubourg St. Germain ; and yet it was they who 
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had decided the fate of France with him, and induced 
him to give hie vote for the Bouibona ; for until then it 
bad remained nndetermined whom the allies should call 
to the throne of France. 

In his imnoBt heart, the Emperor of Bneeia desired 
to see the uQiversally-beloved Viceroy of Italy, Eagene 
Beanhantaia, elevated to the vacant throne. The letter 
with which Engeoe replied to the propoeitioD of the 
allies, tendering him the dncal crown of Genoa, had won 
for Joaephine'e eon the love and esteem of the czar for 
all time. Alexander bad himself written to Eugene, and 
proffered him, in the name of the allies, a dnchj of 
Oeooa, if be wonld desert Napoleon, and take aides with 
the allies. Eugene Beaubamais bad replied to bim in 
the following letter : 

" StBB, — I have received your majesty's propositions. 
They are undoubtedly very favorable, but they are pow- 
erless to change my resolution. I must baye known bow 
to express my thoughts but poorly when I bad the honor 
of seeing you, if your majesty can believe that I could 
sully my honor for any, even the highest, reward. 
Neither the prospect of possessing the crown of the 
dnoby of Genoa, nor that of the kingdom of Italy, cam 
induce me to become a traitor. The example of the 
King of Naples cannot mislead me ; I will rather be a 
plain soldier than a traitorotu prince. 

"The emperor, you say, hat done me iojostioe; I 
have forgotten it; I only remember hie beaefiti. I owe 
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all to him — my rank, my titles, and my fortune, and 1 
owe to him that which I prefer to all else — that whidi 
your indolgence calls my renown. I shall, therefore, 
serve him as long as I live ; my person is his, ae is my 
heart May my sword bre^ in my hands, if it conld 
ever tnm against the emperor, or against France! I 
trust that my well-grounded refusal will at least secure 
to me the respect of your imperial majesty. I am, etc." 

The Emperor of Austria, on the other hand, ardently 
d^red to secure the throne of France to bis grandson, 
the King of Rome, under the regency of the Empress 
Marie Louise ; bnt he did not veoture to make this de- 
mand openly and ^vithout reservation of his aUiee, whose 
action he " had promised to approve and ratify. The 
appeals of the Duke of Cadore, who had been sent to 
her father by Marie Louise from Blois, ui^ng the em- 
peror to look after her interests, and to demand of the 
allies that they shonld assure the crown to herself aad 
son, were, therefore, fruitless. 

The emperor assured hie daughter's ambassador that 
he had reason to hope for the best for her, but that be 
' was powerless to insist on any action in her behalf. 

" I love my daughter," said the good emperor, " and 
I love my son-in-law, and I am ready to shed my heart's 
blood for them." 

" Majes^," said the duke, interrupting him, " no such 
sacrifice is required at your hands." 

" I am ready to shed my blood for them," continoed 



THE RETURN OP THE BOURBONS. 205 

the emperor, " to sacrifice my life for them, and I repeat 
it, I have promised the allies to do nothing except in eon- 
jtmction with them, and to consent to all they determine. 
Moreover, my minister, Count Mettemich, is at this mo- 
ment with them, and I shall ratify everything which 
he has signed." * 

Bat the emperor still hoped that that which Metter- 
nich should sign for him, would be the declaration that 
the little King of Bome was to be the King of France. 

But the zeal of the royalists was destined to anni- 
hilate this hope. 

The Emperor of Bossia had now taken np his resi- 
dence in Talleyrand's house. He had yielded to the en- 
treaties of the shrewd French diplomat, who well knew 
how much easier it would be to bend the will of the 
Agamemnon of the holy alliance f to his wishes, when 
he shonld have him in hand, as it were, day and night. 
In offering the emperor his hospitality, it was Talley- 
rand's intention to make him his prisoner, body and sonl, 
and to use him to his own advantage. 

It was therefore to Talleyrand that Countess Dneayla 
hastened to concert measures with the Bonapartdst of 
yesterday, who had transformed himself into the zealous 
legitimist of to-day. 

Talleyrand undertook to secnre the countess an au- 
dience with the Bnsaian emperor, and he succeeded. 

"While condncting the beantiful countess to the czar's 
cabinet, Talleyrand whispered in her ear : " Imitate 
* Boarriemte, vol. s., p. ISO. f M^oiies d'ooe F«Dim« de (tiialit& 
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Hadame de Leiiiall6 — endeavor to make a great 8trolc& 
The emperor ie gallant, and what he denies to diplomacy, 
he may, perhaps, accord to the ladies." 

He left her at the door, and the coanteee entered the 
emperor's cabinet alone. She no sooner saw him, than 
she sank on her knees, and stretched out her arms. 

With 8 knightly courtesy, the emperor immediately 
hastened forward to assist her to rise. 

" What are you doing ? " asked he, ahnost in alarm. 
" A noble lady never has occafiion to bend the knee to a 
caralier." 

"Sire," exclaimed the countess, "I kneel before yon, 
becanse it is my purpose to implore of your majesty the 
happiness which yon alone can restore to ns ; it will be 
a double pleasure to possess Louis XVIII. once more, 
when Alexander I. shall have given him to us ! " 

" Is it then true that the French people are still de 
voted to the Bourbon family ? " 

" Yes, sire, they are oar only hope ; on them we be- 
stow our whole love t " 

"Ah, that is excellent," cried Alexander; "are all 
French ladies filled with the same enthusiasm aa joiu^ 
self, madame?" 

" Well, if this is the ease, it will be France that re- 
calls Louis XVIIL, and it vrill not be necessary for us to 
conduct him back. Let the legislative bodies declare 
Uieir will, and it shall be done." * 

And of all women, Countess Ducayla was the one to 



* MCmolreB d'une Pemme de Quality, vol. i., p. 170. 
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bring the legislative bodies to the desired declaration. 
She hastened to eommanicate the hopes with which tlie 
emperor had inspired her to all Paris ; on the evening 
after her interview with the emperor, she gave a grand 
.'soiree, to which she invited the most beautiful ladies of 
her party, and a namber of senators. 

" I desired by this means," says she in her memoirs, 
'' to entrap the gentlemen into making a vow. How 
simple-minded I was I Did I not know that the major- 
ity of them had already made and broken a dozen 
vows ? " 

Ob the following day the senate assembled, and 
elected a provisional government, consisting of Talley- 
rand, the Bnke of Dalberg, the Mar(]uis of Jancourt, 
Connt BoornoQville, and the Abb4 Montesquieu. The 
senate and the new provisional government thereupon 
d€iclared Napoleon deposed from the throne, and recalled 
Louis XVIII. But while the senate thns pnblidy and 
solemnly proclaimed its legitimist sentiments in the name 
of the French people, it at the same time testified to 
its own onworthiness and selfishness. In the treaty 
made by the senate with its recalled king, it was pro- 
vided in a separate clause, " that the salary which they 
bad hitherto received, should be continued to them for 
life." While recalling Lonis XVIII., these senators took 
care to pay themselves for their trouble, and to secure 
their own future. 
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CHAPTER IL 

THE B0DBB0N3 AND THE B0NAPABTE8. 

The allies hastened to consider the declaratioii of the 
senate and provisional govermnent as the declaration of 
the people, and recalled to tHe throne of his fathers Lonis 
XVin., who, as Connt de Lille, had so long languished 
in exile at Hartwell. 

The Emperor of Austria kept his word ; he made no 
resistance to the decrees of his allies, and allowed his 
grandson, the King of Home, to be robbed of his in- 
heritance, and the imperial crown to fall from his daogh- 
ter's brow. The Emperor Francis was, however, as 
much astonished at this resnlt as Marie Louise, for, nntil 
their entrance into Paris, the aUies had flattered the 
Anstrian emperor with the hope^ that the crown of 
France would be secured to his daughter and grandson. 
The emperor's astonishment at this tnm of aStdn was 
made the subject of a caricature, which, on the day of 
the entrance of Louis XYIIL, was afBxed to the same 
walls on which Chateaubriand's enthusiastic broehtire 
concerning the Bonrbons was posted. In this caricar 
ture, of which thousands of copies were sown broadcast 
throughout Paris, the Emperor of Austria was to be seen 
sitting in au elegant open carriage ; the Emperor Alex- 
ander sat on the coachman's box, the Regent of England 
as postilion on the lead-horse, and Hie Xing of-Pnuaia 
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stood Qp behind as a lackey. NftpoleoQ ran along ou 
foot at the dde of the carriage, holding fast to it, and 
crying out to the Emperor of Anstria, " Father-in-law, 
they have thrown me ont " — " And taken jne in,^' was 
the reply of Franeie I. 

The exultation of the ladies of the Faubonrg St. 
G«rmaia was great, now that their Ving was at last re- 
stored to them, and they eagerly emhraced every means 
of showing their gratitade to the Emperor of Eussia. 
Bnt Alexander remained entirely nnsaseeptible to their 
homage ; he even went so far as to avoid attending the 
entertainments given by the new king at the Tuileries, 
and society was shocked at seeing the emperor openly 
'displaying his sympathy for the family of the Emperor 
Napoleon, and repairing to Malmaison, instead of ap- 
pearing at the Tnileries. 

Coant Nesselrode at last conjured his friend Louise 
do Cochelet to inform the czar of the feeling of dismay 
that pervaded the Faubourg St. Germain, when he should 
come to Queen Hortense's maid-of-honor, as he was in 
the habit of doing from time to time, for the purpose of 
discussing the queen's interests with her. 

" Sire," said she to the czar, " the Faubourg St Ger- 
main regards your majesty's zeal in the queen's behalf 
with great jealousy. It has even caused Count Nessel- 
rode much concern. ' Our emperor,' said he to me, re- 
cently, * goes to Halmaison much too often ; the high cir- 
des of society, and the diplomatic body, are already in 
dismay aboat it ; it is feared thflt he is there subjected to 
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iafloeBces to which policy require he ehonld not be ex- 
posed.' " 

" This JB characteristic of my Neeselroda," replied the 
emperor, langhiug, " he ie so easily disquieted. What do 
I care for the Faubourg St. Germain? It speaks ill 
enough for these ladies that they have not made a con- 
quest of me t I prefer the noble qualities of the sonl to 
all outward appearances ; and I find united in the Em- 
press Josephine, in the Queen of Holland, and in Prince 
Eugene, all that is admirable and lovable. I am better 
pleased to be here with you in quiet, confidential inter- 
course, than with those who really demean themselves ae 
though they were crazed, and who, instead of enjoying 
the triumph we have prepared for them, are only intent ' 
on destroying their enemies, and have commenced with 
those who formerly accorded them such generous protec- 
tion ; they really weary one with their extravagances. 

" Frenchwomen are coquettish," said the emperor in 
the course of the conversation ; " I came here in great 
fear of them, for I knew how far their amiability could 
extend ; but their heart is undoubtedly no longer their 
own. I am therefore on my guard against being deceived 
by it, and I fancy these ladies love to please so well, that 
they are even angry with those who respond to the atten- 
tions which are so lavishly showered on them, with con- 
ventional pohteness only." 

Louise de Cochelet undertook to defend the French 
ladies against the emperor's attacks. She told him he 
should not judge of them by the manner in which they 
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had condncted themselrea toward him, as it was bnt 
DStnral that the ladies ehoold be inspired with enthosiasm 
for a yonng emperor who appeared to them in bo favor- 
able a hght, and that they mnBt necesearily, even withoot 
being coqaettish, ardently desire to be noticed by him. 

"Bnt," said the emperor, with hia soft, sad smile, 
" have these ladies only been waiting for me in order to 
feel their heart palpitate ? I seek mind and entertain- 
ment, bnt I fly from all those who display a desire to exer- 
cise a control over my heart ; in this I see nothing but 
self-love, and I hold myself aloof from ench contact" 

While the royalists and the ladies of the Faubonrg 
tSt. Germain were lavishing attentions npon the aUies, and 
aeeuring the returned king of the boundless delight of 
hie people, this people was already beginning to grumble. 
The alhcB bad now completed their task, they had re- 
stored to France its legitimate iing, and they now put 
the finishing-touch to their work by providing in the 
treaty, that France should be narrowed down to the 
bonndaries it had had before the revolution, 

France was compelled to conform to the wiU of its 
vanquishers. From the weakness of the legitimists they 
now snatched that which they had been compelled to ac- 
cord to the strength of the empire. 

All of those fortified places, that had been bought 
with BO much French blood, and that were still held by 
Frenchmen, were to be given up, and the great, extended 
France was to shrink back into the France it had been 
thirty years before ! It was this that made the people 
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murmur. The Frenchmen who had left Napoleon be- 
cause they had grown weary of endless wars, were, never- 
theless, proud of the conquests they had made under their 
emperor. The surrender of these conquestfl wounded the 
national pride, and they were angry with their king for 
being so ready to put this shame upon France — for hold- 
ing the crown of France in higher estimation than the 
honor of France ! 

It must be conceded, however, that Louis XVIII. had 
most bitterly felt the disgrace that attached to him in this 
re-establishment of France within its ancient boundaries, 
and he had endeavored to protest in every way against 
this demand of the allies. But his representative had 
been made to understand that if Louis XVIII. could not 
content liimself with tlie France tlie allies were prepared 
to give him, he was at liberty to relinquish it to Marie 
Louise. The king was, therefore, compelled to yield to 
necessity ; but he did so with bitter mortification, aiid 
while his courtiers were giving free rein to their enthusi- 
asm for the allies, he was heard to whisper, ^'Woa chers 
amis les ennerms .' " * 

Thus embittered against the allies, it was only with 
great reluctance, and after a long and bitter struggle, that 
Louis XVIII. consented to the demands made by the 
allies in behalf of the family of Kapoleon. But the Em- 
peror Alexander kept his word ; he defended the righta 
of the Queen of Dolland and her children against the ill- 
will of the Bourbons, tlie dislike of the royalists, and the 

* " Our dear friends the enemies ! " /-• i 
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dismclin&tion of the allies, alike. The family of the em- 
peror owed it to liiTTi and to his fiminess alone that the 
article of the treaty of the 11th of April, in which Louis 
XYin. agreed " that the titles and dignities of all the 
members of the family of the Emperor Kapoleon shonld 
be recognized, and that they should not be deprived of 
them," remained something more than a mere phrase. 

It was only after repeated efEorts that the emperor at 
last succeeded in obtaining for Hortense, from Louie 
XYIIL, an estate and a title, that secured her position. 
iUng Louis finally yielded to his urgent solicitations, and 
conferred upon Hortense the title of Dnchess of 8t. Leu, 
and made her estate, St. Leu, a duchy. 

But this was done with the greatest reluctance, and 
only under the pressure of the king's obligations to the 
allies, who had given him his throne ; and these obliga- 
tions the Bourbons would have forgotten as willingly as 
the whole period of the revolution and of the empire. 

Tor the Bourbons seemed but to have awakened from 
a long sleep, and were not a little surprised to find that 
the world had progressed in the meanwhile. 

According to their ideas, every thing must have re- 
mained standing at the point where they had left it 
twenty years hefore ; and they were at least determined 
to ignore all that had happened in the interval. King 
Louis therefore signed his first act as in " the nineteenth " 
year of his rdgn, and endeavored in all things to keep 
np a semblance of the continuation of his reign since 
the year 1789. Hence, the letters-patent in which King 
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Lonis appointed Hortense Duchess of St Len were 
drawn np in a manner offensive to the qneen, for they 
oontsin^d the following : " The king appointA Hade- 
moiselle Hortense de Beauhamais Docheaa of St. Len." 

The queen refused to accept this title, under the cir- 
comstances, and rejected the letters-patent. It waa not 
antil the czar had angrily demanded it, that M. de Blacas, 
the king's premier, consented to draw up the letters- 
patent in a different style. They read ; " The king ap- 
points Hortense Eugenie, included in the treaty of the 
11th of April, Duchess of St. Leu." This was, to be sure, 
merely a negative and disguised recognition of the former 
rank of the queen ; but it was, at least no longer a degra- 
dation to accept it. 

The Viceroy of Italy, the noble Eugene — who was 
universally beloved, and who had come to Paris, at the 
express wish of the czar, to secure his future — occasioned 
the Bourbons quite as much annoyance and perplexity. 

The king could not refuse to recognize the brave 
hero of the empire and the eon-in-law of the King of 
Bavaria, who was one of the allies ; and, as Eugene de- 
sired an audience of the ting, it was accorded him at 
once. 

But how waa he to be received? With what title 
waa Napoleon's step-son, the Yiceroy of Italy, to be ad- 
dressed? It would have been altogether too ridiculous 
to repeat the absurdity contained in Hortense'e lett«re- 
patent, and call Eugene " Viscount de Beanha m a i t ; " but 
to accord him the royal title would have oompromiied th« 
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dignity of the legitimate dynasty. A brilliant solution 
of this difficult question suggested itself to King Louis. 
When the Duke d'Aumont conducted Prince Eugene to 
the royal presence, the king advanced, with a cordial 
mnile, and sainted him with the words, " M. Marshal of 
France, I am happy to see yon." 

Eugene, who waa on the point of making his saluta- 
tion, remained silent, and looked over his shoulder to see 
whom the king was speaking with. Louis XVIII. smiled, 
and continned : " You, my dear sir, are a marshal of 
France. I appoint you to this dignity." 

" Sire," said Eugene, bowing profoundly, " I am 
mnch obliged to your majesty for your kind intentions, 
but the misfortune of the rank to which destiny has called 
me will not allow me to accept the high title with which 
you honor me. I thank you very much, but I must de- 
cline it." * 

The king's stratum had thus come to grief, and 
Eugene left the royal presence with flying colore. He 
was not nnder the necessity of accepting benefits from 
the King of France, for his step-father, the King of Ba- 
varia, made Eugene a prince of the royal house of Ba- 
varia, and created for him the duchy of Leuchtenberg. 
Hither Eugene retired, and lived there, surrounded by 
his wife and children, in peace and tranquillity, until 
death tore him from the arms of his sorrowing family, in 
the yew 1824. 

" Meraolrea d'nne Femme de Quality, vol. i., p. 867. 
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CHAPTER in. 



The restoration, that had overthrown eo tnaay of the 
great, and that was deetiaed to restore to the light so 
tman; oames that had lain buried in obscurity, now 
brought hack to Paris a person who had been banished 
by Napoleon, and who had been adding new lustre and 
renown to her name in a foreign land. This person^^ 
was Madame de Stael, the daughter of Necker, the re- 
nowned poetess of " Corinne " and *' Delphine." 

It had been a long and 'bitter Btmggle between 
Madame de Stael and the mighty Emperor of the 
French ; and Madame de Stael, with her genins and her 
impassioned eloquence, and adorned with the lanrel- 
wreath of her exile, had perhaps done Napoleon -more 
harm than a whole army of his enemies. Intense hatred 
existed on both sides, and yet it had depended on Napo- 
leon alone to transform this hatred into love. For 
Madame de Stael had been disposed to lavish the whole 
impassioned enthusiasm of her heart upon the yonng 
hero of Marengo and Areola — quite disposed to become 
the Egeria of this Nuraa Pompilins. In the warm im- 
pulse of her stormy imagination, Madame de Stael, in 
reference to Bonaparte, had even, in a slight measure, 
been regardless of her position as a lady, and had only 
remembered that she was a poetess, and that, as such, it 
became her well to celebrate the hero, and to bestow on 
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the InmiuoiiB coDBtellatioii that was risiag over France 
the glowiog dithyramhic of her greetings. 

Madame de Stael had, therefore, oot waited for Na> 
poleon to seek her, hut had made the first advances, and 
sought him. 

To the returning victor of Italy she wrote letters 
filled with impasBioued enthusiasm ; but these letters 
afforded the jonthfal general but little pleasure. In the 
midst of the din of battle and the grand schemes with 
which he was continually engaged, Bonaparte found but 
httle time to occupy himself with the poetical works of 
Madame de Stael. He knew of her nothing more than 
that she was the daughter of the minister Necker, and that 
was no recommendation in Napoleon's eyes, for he felt 
little respect for Keeker's genius, and even went so far 
as to call him the instigator of the great revolution. It 
was, therefore, with astonishment that the yoang general 
received the enthosiastic letter of the poetess ; and, while 
showing it to some of his intimate friends, he said, with 
a shrug of his shoulders, " Do yon understand these ex- 
travagances ? This woman is foolish I " 

But Madame de Stael did not allow herself to he dis- 
mayed hy Bonaparte's coldness and silence^she con- 
tinued to write new and more glowing letters. 

In one of these letters she went so far in her incon- 
siderate enthusiasm as to say, that it was a great error 
in human institutions that the gentle and qniet Jose- 
phine had united her faith with his ; that she, Madame 
de Stael, and Bonaparte, were born for each other, and 
15 
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that Kat)irc seemed to have created a soul of firp Ijtp 
hers, in order that it might worship a IjerQ sijcli ^B jip 
was. 

Bonaparte crushed tlie letter in his hands, pjid ex- 
claimed, as he threw it in the fire : " That a blqe-stoek- 
ing, a manqfactress of sentiment, sliould dare to compare 
herself to Josepliine ! I shall not answer these letters ! " 

He did not answer them, but Madame de Stael did 
not, or rather would not, nnderstand his silence. little 
disposed to give up a resolution once formed, and to see 
her plans miscarry, Madame de Staijl was now also de- 
termined to have her way, and to approach Bonaparte 
despite his resistance. 

And slie did have her way ; she succeeded in over- 
coming all obstacles, and the interview, so long wished 
for by her, and so long avoided by him, at last took 
place. Madame de Stael was introduced at the Tuileries, 
and received by Bonaparte and his wife. The personal 
appearance of this intellectual woman was, however, but 
little calculated to overcome Bonaparte's prejudice. The 
costume of Madame de Stacl was on this occasion, as it 
always was, fantastic, and utterly devoid of taste, and 
Xapoleon loved to see women simply but elegantly and 
tastefully attired. In this interview with Napoleon, 
ilatlame de Sfaiil gave free scope to her wit ; but instead 
of dazzling him, as she bad hoped to do, she only suc- 
ceeded in depressing him. 

It was while in this fi-ame of mind, and when Ma- 
dame de Stael, in her ardor, had endeavored almost to 
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fore© him to paj her a compKnieDt, that NapoleoD re- 
sfwbded to her at least somewhat indiscreet question : 
" "Who is in jour ejes the greatest woman I " with tlie 
Mrcastic reply, " She who bears the most childreD to the 
state." 

Madame de Bta^l had come with a heart full of en- 
thusiasm; in her address to Napoleon, she had called 
him a " god descended to earth ; " she had come an en- 
thnsiastic poetess ; she departed an offended woman. 
Her Wonnded vanity never forgave the answer which 
seemed to make her ridiculons. She avenged herself, in 
her drawing-room, by the bitiug bon mota which she 
hnrled at Napoleon and his family, and which were of 
course faithfnlly repeated to the first consul. 

But the weapons which this intellectual woman now 
wielded against the hero who had scorned her, wounded 
him more severely than weapons of steel or iron. In 
the use of these weapons, Madame de Stael was his supe- 
rior, and the consciousness of this embittered Bonaparte 
all the more against the lady, who dared prick the heel 
of Achilles with the needle of her wit, and strike at thei 
very point where he was most sensitive. 

A long and severe conflict now began between these 
two greatest geniuses of that period, a struggle that was 
carried on by both with equal bitterness. But Kapoleon 
had oatward power on his side, and coiild punish the 
enmity of his witty opponent, as a riiler. 

He banished Madame de Btaul from Paris, and soon 
afterward even fru;a France. She who in Paris had 
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been BO ready to dog the praises of her " god descended 
from heaven," now went into exile his enemy and a roy- 
alist, to engage, with all her eloqnence and genins, in 
making proselytes for the exiled Eonrbous, and to raise 
in the minds of men an inrieible bnt none the less formi- 
dable army against her enemy the great Napoleon. 

Madame de Stael soon gave still greater weight to 
the flaming eruptions of her hatred of Napoleon, by her 
own increasing renown and greatness ; and the poetess 
of Corinne and Delphine soon became as redonbtable an 
opponent of Napoleon as England, Kassia, or Austria, 
conld be. 

But in the midst of the triumphs she was celebrating 
in her exile, Madame de Stael soon began to long 
ardently to retnrn to France, which she loved all the 
more for having been compelled to leave it. She there- 
fore nsed all the influence she possessed in Paris, to ob- 
tain from Napoleon permission to return to her home, 
but the emperor remained inexorable, even after having 
read Delphine. 

" I love," said he, " women who make men of them- 
selves just as little as I love effeminate men. There is 
. an appropriate r6le ior every one in the world. Of 
what use is this vagabondizing of fantasy ? What does 
it accomphsht Nothing 1 All this is nothing but de- 
rangement of mind and feeling. I dislike women who 
throw themselves in my arms, and for this reason, if for 
no other, I dislike this woman, who is certainly one of 
that number." 
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Madame de Stael'e petitions to be permitted to return 
to Paris were therefore rejected, bnt she was ae little 
diepoeed to abandon her purpoee now ae she was at the 
time she sought to gain Bonaparte's good-will. She 
continued to make attempts to achieve her aim, for it 
was not only her country that she wished to reconquer, 
hat also a million francs which she wished to have paid 
to her out of the French treasury. 

Her father. Minister !Necker, had loaned his sufEering 
country a million francs, at a time of financial distress 
and famine, to buy bread for the starving people, and 
Louis XVI. had guaranteed, in writing, that this " na- 
tional debt of France " should be returned. 

But the revolution that shattered the throne of the 
unfortunate king, also buried beneath the ruins of the 
olden time the promises and oaths that had been written 
on pu*chment and paper. 

Madame de Stael now demanded that the emperor 
should fulfil the promises of the overthrown king, and 
that the heir of the throne of the Bourbons should as- 
sume the obligations into which a Bourbon had entered 
with her father. 

She had once called Kapoleon a god descended from 
heaven ; and she even now wished that he might still 
prove a god for her, namely, the god Pinto, who should 
pour out a million upon her from his horn of plenty. 

As she could not go to France herself, she sent her 
son to plead with the emperor, for herself and her chil- 
dren. 
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Well knowing, however, how difficult it would be, even 
for her eon to secure an andienco of the emperor, she ad- 
dressed herself to Qaeen Hortense in eloqnent letters im- 
ploring her to exert her influence in her son's behalf. 

Hortense, ever full of pity for misfortone, felt the 
warmest sympathy and admiration for the genius of the 
great poetess, and interceded for Hadame de Stael with 
great courage and eloquence. She alone ventured, re- 
gardless of Napoleon^s frowns and displeasure, to plead 
the cause of the poor exile again and again, and to solicit 
her recall to France, as a simple act of justice ; she even 
went so far in her generosity as to extend the hospitalities 
of her drawing-rooms to the poetess's son, who was avoid- 
ed and fled from by every one else'. 

Hortenae's soft entreaties and representations were 
at last successful in soothing the emperor's anger. He 
allowed Madame de Stael to return to France, on the con- 
dition that she should never come to Paris or its vipinity ; 
he then also accorded Madame de Stael's son the long- 
sought favor of an audience. 

This interview of Napoleon with Madame de Stael's 
son is as remarkable as it is original. Qn this occasion. 
Napoleon openly expressed his dislike and even his hatred 
as well of Madame de Stael as of her father, although he 
listened with generous composure to the warm defence of 
the son and grandson. 

Yonng Stael told the emperor of his mother's longing 
to return to her home, and tojichingly portrayed the sad- 
ness and unhappiness of her exile. 
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" Ah, bah ! " exclaimed the emperor, " yoar mother 
is in a state of exaltation. I do not say that she is a bad 
woman. She has wit, and much intellect, perhaps too 
much, btit hers is an inconsiderate, an insubordinate spirit. 
She has grown up in the chaos of a falling monarchy, and 
of a revolution, and she has amalgamized the two in her 
mind. This is all a source of danger ; she would make 
ptosfelytes, she must be watched ; she does not love me. 
The interests of those whom she might compromise, re- 
quire that I should not permit her to return to Paris. If 
I should allow her to do so, she would place me under 
the necessity of sending her to Bicfetre, or of imprisoning 
her in the Temple, before six months elapsed ; that would 
be extremely disagreeable, for it would cause a sensation, 
and injure me iii the public opinion. Inform your 
mother that my resolution is irrevocable, While I live, 
she shall not retlim to Paris." 

It was in vain that young Stael assured htm in his 
mother's name, that she would avoid giving him the least 
ot;casit)n for displeasure, and that she would hve in com- 
plete retirement if permitted to return to Paris. 

" Ah, yes ! I know the value of fine promises ! " ex- 
claimed the emperor. " I know what the result would 
be, and I repeat it, it cannot be 1 She would be the ral- 
Ijing-point of the whole Faubourg St. Germain. She 
live in retirement 1 Visits would be made her, and she 
Would return them ; she would commit a thousand indis- 
cretions, and say a thousand humorous things, to which 
she attaches no importance, but which annoy me. Mj 
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government is no jest, I take everj thing seriously ; I 
wish this to be Dnderstood, and you may proclaim it to 
the whole world I " 

Yonng Stael had, however, the courage to continne 
hiB entreaties ; he even went so far as to inquire in all 
humility for the grounds of the emperor's ill-will against 
hie mother. He said he had been assured that Necker's 
last work was more particularly the caose of the emper> 
or's difipleaeure, and that he believed iUAdame de Stael 
had assisted in writing it. This was, however, not bo, 
and he could solemnly assure the emperor that his 
mother had taken no part in it whatever. Besides, 
Necker had also done full justice to the emperor in this 
work. 

" Justice, indeed I He calls me the ' necessary man.' 
The necessary man ! and yet, according to his Book, the 
first step necessary to be taken, was to take oS. this ne- 
cessary man's head 1 Tes, I was necessary to repair all 
that your grandfather had destroyed I It is he who over- 
threw the monarchy, and brought Lonis XVI. to the 
scaffold 1 " 

" Sire I " exclaimed the yonng man, deeply agitated, 
" you are then not aware that my grandfather's estates 
were confiscated because he defended the king I " 

" A fine defence, indeed I If I give a man poison, 
and then, when he lies in the death-struggle, give him an 
antidote, can you then maintain that I wished to save this 
man ? It was in this manner that M. Necker defended 
Louis XVI. The confiscations of which you speak prove 
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nothing. Robespierre's property was also confiscated. 
Not even Robespierre, Marat, and Danton, have bronght 
such misery upon France as Necker ; he it is who made 
the revolution. You did not see it, but I was present in 
those days of horror and public distress ; but I give you 
my word that they shall return no more while I live ! 
Your schemers write out their Utopias, the simple-minded 
read these dreams, they are printed and believed in ; the 
common welfare is in everybody's mouth, and soon there 
is no more bread for the people ; it revolts, and that is 
tlie usual result of all these fine theories ! Your grand- 
father is to blame for the orgies that brought France to 



Then lowering his voice, from the excited, almost 
angry tone in which he had been speaking, to a milder 
one, the emperor approached the young man, who stood 
before him, pale, and visibly agitated. With tliat charm- 
ing air of friendly intimacy that no one knew so well how 
to assume as Napoleon, he gently pincbod the tip of the 
young man's eai', the emperor's usual way of making 
peace with any one to whom he wished well, after a little 
difficulty, 

" Yon ai'e still young," said he ; " if you possessed my 
age and experience, you would judge of these matters dif- 
ferently. Your candor has not offemlod, but pleased me ; 
I like to see a son defend his mother's cause t Your 
mother has intrusted you with a very difficult commis- 
fflon, and you have executed it with much spirit. It 
gives me pleasure to have conversed with you, for I love 
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the young when they are Btraightforward ahd iloi too 
' argumentative,' But I can nevertheless give yon tio 
false hopes ! You will accomplish nothing ! If your 
mother were in prison, I should not hesitate to grant 
you her release. But she is in exile, and nothing caa In- - 
duce me to recall her," 

" But, sire, is one not quite as unhappy far from homfe 
and friends, as in prison ! " 

" Ah, ball ! those are romantic notions ! Ton have 
heard that said about your mother. She is truly grfeatly 
to be pitied. With the exception of Paris, she has the 
whole of Europe for her prison ! " 

" But, sire, all her friends are in Paris ! " 

" With her intellect, she will be able to acquire new 
ones everywhere. Moreover, I cannot understand why 
she should desire to be in Paris, Why does she so long 
to place herself in the immediate reach of tyranny? 
You see I prononnce the decisive word! I am reallj 
nnable to comprehend it. Can she not go to Kome, Bet"- 
Un, Tienna, Milan, or London ? Tes, Londofa would be 
the right place I There she can perpetrate libels when- 
ever she pleases. At all of these places I will leave het 
undisturbed with the greatest pleasure ; but Paris is my 
residence, and there I will tolerate those only who lote 
me I On this the world can depend. I know what would 
happen, if I should permit your mother to return to 
Paris. She would commit new follies ; she would cot-- 
rnpt those who surround me ; she would corrupt Gsrat, 
as she once eormpted the tribunal ; of course, she would 
CoooAc 
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promiae all thinga, but she would, neverthelees, not avoid 
engaging in politicfl." 

" Sire," I can assure yon that my mother does not 
Qceapy herself with politics atall; she devotes herself 
exclofiively to the society of her friends, and to litera- 
ture." 

" That IB the right word, and I fully understand it. 
One t^l^B politics while talking of literature, of morals, 
of the fine arts, and of every conceivable thing ! If your 
motiier were in Paris, her latest Ion mota and phrases 
WQuld be recited to me daily j perhaps they wonld be 
only invented ; but I tell you I will have nothing of the 
kind in the city in which I reside t It would be best for 
her to go to London ; advise her to do so. As far as 
your grandfather is concerned, I have certainly not said 
too much ; M. Necker had no administrative ability. 
Opce more, inform your mother that I shall never per- 
mit her to return to Paris." 

" 3ut if sacred interests should require her presence 
here for a few days, your majesty would at least — " 

" What ? Sacred interests \ "What does that mean ? " 

" Sire," the presence of my mother will be necessary, 
in order to procure from your majesty's government the 
return of a sacred debt." 

" Ah, bah I sacred I Are not all the debts of the state 
sacred ? " 

" Without doubt, sire ; bnt cure is accompanied by 
peculiar circumstances." 

" Peculiar circumstances I " exclaimed the emperor, 
ih,Goot^le 
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rising to terminate the long interview, that began to 
weary him. " What creditor of the state does not say 
the same of his debt? Moreover, I know too little of 
your relations toward my government. This matter 
does not concern me, and I will not be mixed up in it. 
If the laws are for yon, all will go well withont my inter- 
ference ; but if it requires influence, Z shall have nothing 
to do with it, for I should be rather against than for 
you ! " 

" Sire," said young Stael, venturing to speak once 
more, as the emperor was on the point of leaving, " sire, 
my brother and I were anxious to settle in France ; but 
how could we live in a land in which our mother would 
not be allowed to live with ub everywhere i " 

Already standing on the threshold of the door, the 
emperor tnrned to him hastily. " I have no desire what- 
ever to have you settle here," said he ; " on the contrary, 
I advise you not to do so. Go to England. There they 
have a jpendiant for Genevese, parlor-politicians, etc. ; 
therefore, go to England ; for I must say, I should be 
rather ill than well disposed toward you ! " * 

• Bourrienne, toL Tiii, p. 865. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

XADAHE DE STAEL^S BETUBN TO PABIS. 

Madame de Staei. returned to her cherished France 
with the restoration. She came back thirsting for new 
honor and renown, and determined, above all, to have her 
work republished in Germany, -its publication having 
been once suppressed by the imperial police. She enter- 
tained the pleasing hope that the new coort wonld forget 
that she was Necker's daughter, receive her with open 
arms, and accord her the influence to which her active 
mind and genius entitled her. 

But she waa laboring under an error, by which she 
was not destined to be loug deceived. She was received 
at court with the cold politeness which is more terrible 
than insult. The king, while speaking of her with his 
friends, called , Madame de Stael " a Chateaubriand in 
petticoats." The Duchess d'Augoul^me seemed never to 
see the celebrated poetess, and never addressed a word 
to her ; the rest of the court met Madame de Stael armed 
to the teeth with all the hatred and prejudices of the 
olden time. 

■It was also in vain that Madame de Stael endeavored 
to act an important part at the new court ; they refused 
to regard her as an authority or power, but treated her as 
a mere authoress ; her counsel was ridiculed, and they 
dared even to question the renown of M. Necker. 

" I am unfortunate," said Madame de StaSl to Countess 
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Dacayla; "Napoleon hated me because lie believed me 
to poBseBS intellect ; these people repel me because I at 
least possess ordinary human understanding! I can cer- 
tainly get on very well without them ; but, as my pres- 
ence displeases them, I shall, at least, endearor to get my 
money from them." 

The " sacred debt " had not been paid under the em- 
pire, and it was now Madame de Stall's intention to ob- 
tain from the king what the emperor had refused. 

She was well aware of the influence which Countess 
Diicayla exercised over Louis XVIILj and she now 
hastened to call on the beautiful countess — whose ac- 
quaintance she had made under peculiar circmhstances, in 
a romantic lore intrigue — in order to renew the friend- 
ship they had then vowed to each other. 

The countess had not forgotten this friendship, and 
she was nbw grateful for the service Madame de Stael 
had then shown her. She helped to secure the liquida- 
tion of the sacred debt, and, upon the order of Eiug 
Louis, the million was paid over to Madame de Stael. 
" But," says the countess, in her memoirs, " I believe the 
recovery of this million cost Madame de Stael four hun- 
dred thousand francs, besides a set of jewelry that was 
worth at least one hundred 'thousand." 

The countess's purse and the jewelry case, however, 
doubtlessly bore etidenee that she might as well have 
said " I knew " as " I believe." 

Besides the four hondred thousand francs sod the 
Jetrelry, Madcime de Stafil also gave the countess b piece 
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qf gdvice. '' M^lfe the most qf the favor you aow en- 
jtiy," said ehe tq her ; " but do so quickly, for, as mat- 
ter; ^re now fippduc^ed, I fear tb^t the restoration will 
Bflpn have to ]>e rgetored." 

" Whoi do yop mean by that?" asked the countess, 
Mfljling. 

" I mean th^t, with tbe exception of the king, who 
p^Fb^ps doea not eay all he tbinks, the others are still 
ijpjng precjsely as they always have done, and Heaven 
Jf^owB to what extremities their folly is destined to bring 
tbpni 1 They mock at tlie old soldiers and assist the young 
priests, and this is tlie best means of ruining France." 

Conntees Ducayla considered this prediction of her 
intellectnal friend as a mere cloud with which discon- 
tent and disappointed ambition had obscured the otlier- 
wise clear vision of Madame de Stael, and ridiculed the 
idey., little dreaming how soon her words were to be 
fnlfiUed. 

Madame de Stael consoled herself for her cold recep- 
tion at court, by receiving the best society of Paris in 
her parlors, and entertaining them with biting ^on mota 
and -wlttj persiflage, at the expense of the grand notabili- 
ties, who had suddenly arisen with their imposing genea- 
logical trees ont of the ruins and oblivion of the past. 

Madame de Stael now also remembered the kindness 
Qneen Hortense had shown her during her exile; and 
not to her only, but also to lier friend, Madame E^a- 
ijifief, who bad also been exiled by Napoleon, not, how- 
ever, aa his enemies said, " because sho was Madame de 
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Stael's friend," but simplj because she patronized and 
belonged to the so^alled " little church." The " little 
church " was an organization born of the spirit of oppo- 
sition of the Fanbourg St. Germain, and a portion of 
the Catholic clergy, and was one of those things apper- 
taining to the internal relations of France that were most 
annoying and disagreeable to the emperor. 

Queen Hortense had espoused the cause of Madame 
de Stael and of Madame B^camier with generous 
warmth. She had eloquently interceded for the recall 
of both from their exile ; and, now that the course of 
events had restored them to their home, both ladies 
came to the queen to thank her for her kindness and 
generosity. 

Louise de Cochelet bas described this visit of Madame 
de Stael so wittily, with so much naivete, and with such 
peculiar local coloring, that we cannot refrain from lay- 
ing a Uteral translation of the same before the reader. 



CHAPTER V. 

MADAME DE STAiJL's TISET TO QUEEN HOBTENBE. 

Louise de Cochelet relates as follows : " Madame de 
Stael and Madame Eecamier had begged permission of 
the queen to visit her, for the purpose of tendering their 
thanks. The queen invited them to visit hw at St. Leo, 
on the following day. 
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" She asked my advice ae to wliich of the members 
of her social circle were best qualified to cope with 
Madame de Stael. 

" ' I, for my part,' said the queen, ' have not the cour- 
age to take the lead in the conversatioa ; one cannot be 
very intellectnal when sad at heart, and I fear my dull- 
ness will infect the others.' 

" We let quite a number of amiable persons pass be- 
fore va in review, and I amused myself at the mention 
of each new name, by saying, ' He is too dull for Ka- 
dame de Stael.* 

" The queen laughed, and the list of those who were 
to be invited was at last agreed upon. We all awaited 
the u-rival of the two ladies in great saspense. The 
obligation imposed on as by the queen, of being intel- 
lectual at all hazards, had the eSect of conjuring np a 
somewhat embarrassed and stupid expression to onr 
faces. We presented the appearance of actors on th« 
st^e looking at each other, while awaiting the rise of 
the curtain. Jests and bon mots followed each other in 
rapid succession until the arrival of the carriage recalled 
to our faces an expression of official earnestness. 

" Madame K^camier, still yonng, and very handsome, 
and with an expression of ndvoete in her charming coun- 
tenance, made the impression on me of being a young 
lady in love, carefully watehed over by too severe a du- 
erma, her timid, gentle manner contrasted so strongly with 
the somewhat too masculine self-consciousness of her 
compuiion. Madame de Stael is, however, generally ad- 
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luitted' to hare been good and kind, particalarly to this 
friend, and I only speak of the impreesion she made on 
one to whom she was a etronger, at drst sight. 

" Madame de Stael'a extremely dark complexion, her 
original toilet, her perfectly bare shoulders, of which 
either might have been very beautiful, but which har- 
monized very poorly with each other; her whole en- 
semble was far from approximating to the standard of 
the ideal I had formed of the authoress of Delphine and 
Oorinne. I had almost hoped to find in her one of the 
heroines she had so beautifully portrayed, and I was 
therefore stmok dumb with astonishment But, after 
the first shock, I was at least compelled to acknowledge 
that she possessed very beautiful and expressive eyes j 
and yet it seemed impossible for me to find anything in 
her countenance on which love could fasten, althoogh I 
have been told that she has often inspired that sentiment. 

"AVhen I afterward expressed my astonishment to 
the queen, she replied : ' It is, perhaps, because she is 
capable of snch great love herself, that she succeeds in 
inspiring others with love ; moreover, it flatters a man's 
self-love to be noticed by sudi a woman, and, in the end, 
one can dispense with beauty, when one has Madame de 
Stael's intellect.' 

" The queen inquired after Madame de Stael's daugh- 
ter, who had not come with her, and who was said to be 
truly charming. I believe the young gentlemen of our 
party could have confronted the beautiful eyes of the 
daughter with still greater amiability than those of the 
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mother, bnt an attack of toothache had prevented her 
coming. 

"After the first compliments and ealatations, the 
qneen proposed to the ladies to take a look at her park. 
They seated themselves on the cushions of the queen's 
large cha/r « ham^y which has become historic on account 
of the many high and celebrated personages who have 
been driven in it at different times. The Emperor Na- 
poleon was, however, not one of this nmnber, as he never 
visited St. Leu ; but, with this exception, there are few 
of the great and celebrated who have not been seated in 
it at one time or another. 

" As they drove throogh the park and the forest of 
Montmorency, in a walk only, the conversation was kept 
up aa in the parlor, and the consamptiou of intelleotoality 
was continued. The beautiful neighborhood, that re- 
minded one of Switzerland, as it was remarked, was duly 
admired. Then Italy was spoken of. The qneen, who 
had been somewhat distrmte, and had good cause to be 
somewhat sad, and disposed to commune with herself, 
addressed Madame de Staelwith the question, ' Ton have 
been in Itrfy, then ? ' 

" Madame de Sta€l was, as it were, transfixed with 
dismay, and the gentlemen exclaimed with one accord ; 
* And Corinne ! and Corinne % ' 

" ' Ah, that ia tme,' said the queen, in emharrasement,. 
awakening, as it were, from her dreams. 

" ' Is it possible,' asked M. de Canonville, ' your majea* 
tj hae not read Corinne t ' 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOt^le 



236 QTTEEN HORTENSE. 

" ' Tea — no,' said the qaeen, viBibly conf ased, ' I shall 
read it again,' and, in order to conceal an emotion that I 
alone could understand, ehe abruptly changed the topic of 
conversation. 

" She might have said the tmtli, and simply informed 
thein that the book had appeared just at the time her eld- 
est son had died in Holland. The king, disquieted at 
seeing her so profoundly given up to her grief, beheved, 
in accordance with Corvisart's advice, that it was neces- 
sary to arouse her from this state of mental dejection at 
all hazards. It was determined that I ehonld read ' Co- 
rinne' to her. She was not in a condition to pay much 
attention to it, but she had involuntarily retained some 
remembrance of this romance. Since then, I had several 
times asked permission of the queen to read Corimie to 
her, but she had always refused. ' No, no,' said she, ' not 
yet ; this romance has identified itself with my sorrow. 
Its name alone recalls the most fearful period of my 
whole life. I have not yet the courage to renew these 
painfol impressions.' 

" I, alone, had therefore been able to divine what had 
embarrassed and moved the queen so much when she re- 
plied to the question addressed to her concerning Co- 
rinne. But the authoress could, of course, only interpret 
it as indicating indifference for her master-work, and I 
told the queen on the following day that it would have 
been better to have confessed the cause of her confusion 
to Madame de StaEl. 

" ' Madame de Stael would not have understood m^' 
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eaid she ; ' now, I am lost to ter good opioion, she will 
consider me a simpleton, but it was not the time to epeak 
of myself, and of my painful reminiscences.' 

" The large cha/r d hanc was always preferred to the 
handsomest carriages (altbongh it waa very plain, and 
consisted of two wooden benches covered with cushions, 
placed opposite each other), because it was more favor* 
able for conversation. But it afforded no security against 
inclement weather, and this we were soon to experience. 
The rain ponred in streams, and we all retnmed to the 
castle thoroughly wet. A room was there prepared and 
offered the ladies, in whicb they might repair the dis- 
arrangement of their toilet caused by the storm. I re- 
mained with them long, kept there by the questions of 
Madame de Stael concerning the queen and her son, 
which questions were fairly showered upon me. There 
was now no longer a question of intellectaaUty, but mere- 
ly o^washing, hair-dressing, and reposing, with an entire 
abandonment of the display of mind, the copiousness of 
which I had been compelled to admire bat a moment be- 
fore. I said to myself : ' There they are, face to face, like 
the rest of the world, with material life, these two cele- 
brated women, who are everywhere sought after, and 
received with such marked consideration. There they 
are, as wet as myself, and as little poedc' We were 
really behind the curtain, but it was shortly to rise 
again. 

" Voices were heard ander the window ; among other 
voices, a Q^rmui accent was audible, and both ladiee im< 
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mediately escMmed : ' Ab, that is Prince Angnstos of 
Pmssial' 

" No one expected the prince, and this meeting with 
the two ladies had therefore the appearance of being acci* 
dental. He had come merely to pay the queen a vieit, 
and it waa eo near dinner-time, that politeneaB reqoired 
that he Bhonld be invited to remain. And this was doubt- 
less what he wished. 

"The prince had the qneen on his right, and Madame 
de Stael on his left. The servant of the latter had laid a 
little green twig on her napkin, which she twisted be- 
tween her fingers while speaking, as was her habit The 
conversation was animated, and it was amusing to observe 
Madame de Stael gesticulating with the little twig in her 
fingers. One might have supposed that some fairj had 
given her this talisman, and that her genius was depend- 
ent upon this little twig. 

" Constantinople, with which city several of the gen- 
tlemen were well acquainted, waa now the topic of con- 
versation. Madame de Stael thought it would be a 
delightful task for an intellectual woman, to turn the 
sultan's head, and then to compel him to give his Turks 
a constitution. After dinner, freedom of the press was 
^80 a topic of conversation, 

*' Madame de Stael astonished me, not only by the 
brilliancy of her genius, but also by the deep earnestness 
with which she treated questions of that kind, for nntil 
then custom had not allowed women to discuBB such mat- 
ters. At entertainments, philosophy, morals, sentiment, 
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heroism, and the like, had been the subjects of conversa- 
tion, but the emperor monopolized politics. His era was 
that of actions, and, we may say it with pride, of great 
actions, while the era that followed was essentially that 
of great words, and of political and literary contro 



" Madame de Stael spoke to the qneen of her motto : 
' Do that which is right, happen what may.' 

" ' In my exile, which yon so kindly endeavored to 
terminate,' said she, ' I often repeated this motto, and 
thought of you while doing so.' 

" While sjwaking thus, her countenance was illnmined 
by the reflection of inward emotion, and I found her 
beautiful. She was no longer the woman of mind only, 
but also the woman of heart and feeling, and I com- 
prehended at this moment how charming she could be. 

" Afterward, elie hud a long conversation with the 
queen touching the emperor. ' Why was lie eo angry 
with me ? ' asked she. ' Ho could not have known how 
much I admired liim ! I will see him — I shall go to 
Elba! Do j'ou think he would receive me well? I 
was born to worshij) this man, and he has repelled me.' 

" ' Ah, madamc,' replied the qneen, ' I have often heard 
the emperor say that ho had a great mission to fulfil, and 
that he could compare his labors with the exertions of a 
man who, having the summit of a steep mountain ever 
before his oj^es, strains every nerve to attain it, ever toil- 
ing painfully upward, and allowing his progress to be 
arrested by no obstacle whatever. " All the worse for 
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thoee," said he, " who meet me on my course — I can show 
them no coiisideration." ' 

" ' Yon met him on his conrse, mad&me ; perhaps he 
would have extended yon a helping hand, after having 
reached the eimimit of biB monntain/ 

" ' I mast speak with him,' said Madame de Stael ; ' I 
have been injured in his opinion.' 

" ' I think Bo too,' replied the qneen, ' bnt yoa wonld 
jndge him ill, if you considered him capable of hating 
any one. He believed you to be his enemy, and he 
feared yon, which was something very unusual for him,' 
added she, with & smile. * Now that he is unfortunate, 
yon will show yourself hia friend, and prove yourself to 
be such, and I am satisfied that he will receive you 
well.' 

" Madame de Sta&l also occupied herself a great deal 
with the young princes, but she met with worse success 
with them than with ue. It was perhaps in order to 
judge of their mental capacity, &at she showered unsnit- 
able questionB upon them. 

" ' Do yon love your uncle ? ' 

" ' Very much, madame ! ' 

" ' And will you also be as fond of war as he is ! ' 

" ' Yea, if it did not cause so much misery.' 

" ' Is it tme that be often made you repeat a fable 
commencing with the words, " The strongest is always in 
the right t " ' 

" ' Hadame, he often made us repeat fables, but this 
one not oftener than any other.' 
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** Yoang Prince Napoleon, a boy of astounding men- 
tal capacity and precocious jadgment, answered all these 
qneBtions with the greatest composure, and, at the con- 
clusion of this ezaminatiou, tamed to me and aaid qtiit« 
audibly : ' This lady asks a great many questions. Is 
that what yon call being intellectual ? ' 

"After the departure of onr distinguished visitors, 
we all indulged in an expresejon of opinion concerning 
them, and young Prince Napoleon was the oue upon 
whom the ladies had made the least flattering impres- 
don, but he only ventured to intimate as mnch in a low 
voice. 

" I for my part had been more dazzled than glad- 
dened by this visit One could not avoid admiring this 
genins in spite of its inconsiderateness, aad its wander- 
ings, but there was nothing pleasing, nothing graceful and 
womanly, in Madame de Stael's manner." * 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE OLD AND THE HEW BBl.. 

The restoration was accomplished. The allies had at 
last withdrawn from the kingdom, and Louis XVIII. was 
now the independent ruler of France. In him, in the re- 
turned members of his family, and in the emigrants who 
were pouring into the country from all quarters, was 
• Coohelet, Mjmoires but la. Beine Hortonse, toL i., pp. 430-410. 
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represented the old era of France, the era of despotic 
royal power, of brilliant manners, of intrigaea, of aristo- 
cratic ideas, of ease and Itixary. Opposed to them stood 
the France of the new era, the generation formed by 
Napoleon and the revelation, the new aristocracy, who 
possessed no other ancestors than merit and ralorone 
deeds, an aristocracy that had nothing to relate of the 
ml de humf and the ^Utea maisons, but an aristocracy 
that conld tell of the battle-field and of the hospitmls in 
which their woonda bad been healed. 

These two parties stood opposed to each other. 

Old and young France now carried on an bonrly, con- 
tinuous warfare at the court of Lonis XVIII., with this 
difference, however, that young France, hitherto ever 
victorious, now experienced a continnooB series of re- 
Terses and humiliations. Old France was now victorione, 
Not victorious through its gallantry and merit, but 
through its past, which it endeavored to connect with 
the present, without considering the chasm which lay 
between. 

True, King Louis bad agreed, in the treaty of the 
nth of April, that none of hia subjects should be de- 
prived of their titles and dignities; and the new dukes, 
princes, marehala, counts,, and barons, could therefore ap- 
pear at court, but they played bnt a sad and humiliating 
rdle, and they were made to feel that they were only 
tolerated, and not welcome. 

The gentlemen who, before the revolution, bad been 
entitled to 8eat« in the royal equipages, still retained this 
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privilege, but the doore of these equipages were never 
opened to the geutlemen of the new Napoleonic nobility, 
" The ladieB of the old era etill retained their UAouret, 
ae well b» their grand and little etii/rSe to the Tnileries 
and the Lonvre, and it would have been considered very 
arrogant if the duchesses of ihs new «r8 had made claim 
to similar honors." 

It wa8 the Duchess d'Augool^me who took the lead 
and set the Faiiboarg St. Germain an example o£ intoler- 
ance and arrogant pretensions in ignoring the empire. 
She was the most unrelenting enemy of the new era, 
bom of the revolution, and of its representatives; it is 
true, however, ^lat she, who was the daughter of the 
beh«u3ed royal ptdr, and who had herself so long lan- 
guished in the Temple, had been familiar with the horrors 
of the revolution in their saddest and most painful fea- 
tures. She now determined, as she could no longer pun- 
ish, to at least forget this era, and to seem to be entirely 
oblivious of its existence. 

At one of the first dinners given by the king to the 
allies, the Duchess d'Angouleme, who sat next to the 
King of Bavaria, pointed to the Grand-duke of Baden, 
and asked : " Is not this the prince who married a prin- 
cess of Bonaparte's making! What weakness to ally 
one's self in such a manner with that general I " 

The duchess did not or would not remember that the 
King of Bavaria, as well as the Emperor of Austria, 
who sat on her other side, and could well hear her worda, 
had also allied tbenuelves widi General Bonaparte. 
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After she had again installed herEelf in the rooms sh^ 
had formerly occupied in the Tnileries, the duchess asked 
old Dubois, who had formerly tuned her piano, and 
had retained this office under the empire, and who now 
showed her the new and elegant instruments provided by 
Josephine — she asked him : " What has become of my 
piano ? " 

This "piano " had been an old and worn-out concern, 
and the dncbess was surprised at not finding it, as though 
almost tliirty years had not passed since she had seen it 
last; as though the 10th of August, 1792, the day on 
which the populate demolished the Tuileries, had never 
been! 

But the period from 1795 to 1814 was ignored on 
principle, and the Bourbons seemed really to have quite 
forgotten that more than one night lay between the last 
levee o£ King Louis XVI. and the levee of to-day of 
King Louis XVIII. They seemed astonished that per- 
sons they had known as children had grown up since 
they last saw them, and insisted on treating every one as 
they had done in 1789. 

After the Empress Josephine's death, Count d'Artois 
paid a visit to Malmaison, a place that liad hardly existed 
before the revolution, and which owed its creation to 
Josephine's love and taste for art. 

The empress, who had a great fondness for botany, 
had caused magnificent greenhouses to he erected at Mal- 
maison ; in these all the plants and flowers of the world 
had beeu collected. Ivnowing her taste, all the princei 
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of Europe had sent her, in the days of her grandeur, in 
order to aSord her a moment's gratification, the rarest 
exotdee. The Prince Regent of England had even foond 
means, during the war with France, to send her a number 
of rare West-Indian plants. In this manner her collection 
had become the richest and most complete in all Europe. 

Connt d'Artoifl, as above said, had come to Malmai- 
eon to view this celebrated place of sojourn of Josephine, 
and, while being conducted throngh the greenhouses, he 
exclaimed, as though he recognized his old flowers of 
1789 : " Ah, here are onr plants of Trianon I " 

And, like their masters the Bonrbone, the emigrants 
had also retnmed to France with the same ideas with 
which they had fled the country. They endeavored, in 
all their manners, habits, and pretensions, to begin again 
precisely where they had left ofE in 1789. They had 
BO hvely an appreciation of their own merit, that they , 
took no notice whatever of other people's, and yet their 
greatest merit consisted in having emigrated. 

For this merit they now demanded a reward. 

All of these returned emigrants demanded rewards, 
positions, and pensions, and considered it incomprehensi- 
ble that those who were already in possession were not at 
once deprived of them. Intrignes were the order of the 
day, and in general the representatives of the old era 
succeeded in supplanting those of the new era in offices 
and pensions as well as in court honors. All the high 
portions ;n the army were fllled by the marqnises, 
dukes, and counts, of the old era, who had sewed 
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tapestry and picked eiUt in Coblentz, while the France 
of the new era was fighting on the battle-field, and they 
now began to teach the Boldiere of the empire the old 
drill of 1780. 

The etiquette of the oldea time was restored, and 
the same liixnriona and lascivious disposition prevailed 
among these cavaliers of the former century which had 
been approved in the ceil de h(mf and in ihapetites mai' 
sons of the old era. 

These old cavaliers felt contempt for the young 
Frenchmen of the new era on account of their pedantic 
morality ; they scornfully regarded men who perhaps 
had not more than one mistress, and to whom the wife 
of a friend was so sacred, that they never dared to ap- 
proach her with a disrespectful thought even. 

These legitimist gentlemen entertained themselves 
chiefly with reflections over the past, and their own 
grandeur. In the midst of the. many new things by 
which they were surrounded, some of which they unfor- 
tunately found it impossible to ignore, it was their sweet- 
est relaxation to give themselves up entirely to ike re- 
membrance of the old regime, and when they spoke of 
this era, they forgot their age and debility, and were 
once more the yoang rouSa of the oeU de hceuf. 

Once in the antechamber of King Louis XVlII., 
while the Marquis de CbimSne and the Duke de I«nra- 
gnais, two old heroes of the frivolous era, in which the 
boudoir and ih^p^tet maisont were the battla-fitld, and 
the myrtle instead of the laurel the rewtrd of viato^j 
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while these gentlemen were coDveraing of some oceur- 
reQce under the old government, the Duke de Laura- 
guais, in order to more nearly fix the date of the occar- 
reuce of which they were speaking, remarked to the mar- 
quis, " It was in the year in which I liad my Uaison with 
yonr wif&" 

"Ah, yes," replied the marquia, with perfect com- 
poanre, " that was io the year 1776." 

Neither of the gentlemen found anything strange in 
this allusion to the past. The Uaison in question had 
been a perfectly commonplace matter, and it would have 
been as ridiculous in the doke to deny it as for the mar- 
quis to have shown any indignation. 

The wisest and most enlightened of all these gentle- 
men was their head, King Louis XYIII. himself. 

He was well aware of the errors of those who sur- 
rounded him, and placed but little confidence in the rep- 
resentatives of the old court But he was nevertheless 
powerless to withdraw himself from their infiuence, and 
after he had accorded the people the charter, in opposi- 
tion to the will and opinion of the whole royal family, 
of his whole court and of his ministers, and had sworn 
to support it in spite of the opposition of " Monsieur " 
and the Prince de Cond^, who was in the habit of call- 
ing the charter " MademtmeUe la Constitution de 1791" 
Louis withdrew to the retirement of his apartments in 
the Tuileries, and left his minister Blacas to attend to 
the little details of government, the king deeming the 
great onea only worthy of his attention. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
KINO LociB xvni. 



Ki»G Louis XVIII. was, however, in the retirement 
of his palsoe, still the most enlightened and nnprejadieed 
of the representatirea of the old era ; he clearly saw many 
thingB to which h/s advisers purposely closed their eyes. 
To his astonishnieut, he observed tiiat the men who had 
risen to greatness under Bonaparte, and who had fallen 
to the king along with the rest of his inheritance, were 
not 60 ridiculous, awkward, and foolish, as they had been 
represented to be. 

" I had been made to suppose," said Louis XVIII,, 
" that these generals of Bonaparte were peasants and ruf- 
fians, but snch is not the case. He schooled these men ' 
well. They are polite, and quite as shrewd as the rep- 
reeentativea of the old court. We must conduct oarselvee 
very cautiously toward them." 

This kind of recognition of the past which sometimes 
escaped Louis XVIII., was a subject of bitter displeasure 
to the gentlemen of the old era, and they let the king per- 
ceive it. 

King Louis felt this, and, in order to conciliate his 
court, he often saw himself compelled to humiliate " the 
^wwTJCTiua" who had forced themselves among the for- 
mer. 

Incessant quarrelling and intriguing within the Tuil- 
eries was the consequence, and Louis was often dejected, 
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uneasy, sud aog^, in the midst of the splendor that Bur- 
rounded him. 

" I am angry with myself and the others," said he on 
one occasion to an intimate f neod. " An invisible and 
secret power is ever working in opposition to my will, 
frustrating my plana, and paralyzing my authority." 

" And yet yon are king 1 " 

" Undoubtedly I am king 1 " exclaimed Louis, angri- 
ly ; " but am I also master ? The king is be who all his 
life long receives ambassadors, gives tiresome audiences, 
listens to uinihilating disconrses, goes in state to Notre- 
Dame, dines in pnblic once a year, and is pompously 
buried in St Denis when he dies. The master is he who 
commands and can enforce obedience, who pnts an end 
to intrigning, and can silence old women as well ae 
priests. Bonaparte was king and master at the same 
time I His ministers were his clerks, the kings hk 
brothers merely his agents, and his conrtiers nothing 
more than his servants. His ministers vied with his sen- 
ate in servility, and his Corps LegislaUf sought to out- 
do his senate and the church in subserviency. He was 
an extraordinary and an enviable man, for he had not 
only devoted servants and faithful friends, but also an 
accommodating chnrch." * 

King Louis XVIIL, weary of the incessant intrigues 
with which his courtiers occupied themselves, withdrew 
himself more and more into the retirement of his palace, 
and left the affairs ot state to the care of M. de Blacae, 

* lUmoines d'nne Pemme de QnaUtS, roL v., p. 85. 
17 
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who, with all his arrogance and egotkai, knew very little 
about goreruing. 

The king preferred to entertain himself with his 
friends, to read them portions of his memoirs, to afford 
them an opportunity of admiring his verses, and to reg^e 
them with his witty and not always chaste anecdotes ; he 
preferred all these things to tedious and useless disputes 
with his ministers. He had given his people the charter, 
and his ministers might now govern in accordance with 
this instrument. 

" The people demand liberty," said the king. " I give 
them enough of it to protect tliem against despotism, with- 
out according them unbridled license. Formerly, the 
taxes appointed by my mere will would have made me 
odious ; now the people tax themselves. Hereafter, I 
have nothing to do but to confer benefits and show 
mercy, for the responsibility for all the evil that is done 
will rest entirely with my ministers." * 

While liis ministers were thus governing according to 
the charter, and " doing evil," the king, wlio now had 
nothing but " good " to do, was busying himself in set- 
tling the weighty questions of the old etiquette. 

One of tlie most important features of this etiquette 
was the question of the fashions that should now be intro- 
duced at court ; for it was, of course, absurd to think of 
adopting the fashions of the empire, and thereby recog- 
nize at court that there had really been a change since 
1789. 

* Memoires d'uue Femme de Quality, vol. L, p. 410. 
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They deaired to effect a connter-revolntion, not. only 
in politics, but also in faehiooB ; and this important mat- 
ter occupied the attention of the grand dignitaries of the 
court'for weeks before the first grand levee that the king 
was to hold in the I'uileries. But, as nothing was acconi' 
plished by their nnited wiedom, the king finally held a 
private consultation with his most intdmate gentleman 
and lady friends on this important matter, that had, tin- 
fortunately, not been determined by the charter. 

The grand-master of ceremonies, M. de Breg6, de- 
clared to the king that it waa altogether improper to con- 
tinue the fashions of the empire at the court of ihe l^ti* 
mate King of Fr^ce. 

""We are, therefore, to have powder, coatB-of-mail, 
etc.," observed the king. 

M. de Breg6 replied, with all gravity, that he had 
given this subject his earnest consideration day and 
night, but that he had not yet arrived at a conclusion 
worthy of the grand-master of ceremonies of the Inti- 
mate king. 

" Sire," said the Duke de Chartres, smiling, " I, for 
my part, demand knee-breeches, shoe-bnckle^, and the 
cue." 

" But I," exclaimed the Prince de Poir, who had re- 
mained in France during the empire, " I demand dam- 
ages, if we are to be compelled to return to the old fash- 
ions and clothing before the new ones are worn oat 1 " 

The grand-master of ceremonies replied to this jest at 
his expense with a profound sigh only ; and the king at 



252 QUEEN HORTENSBL 

last put an end to this great question, hj deciding that 
every one etioald be permitted to follow the old or new 
fashions, according to his individnal tast« and inclination. 

The grand-maBter of ceremonies waa compelled to 
submit to thia royal decision ; bot in doing bo he ob- 
served, with profound sadness : " Tour majesty is pleased 
to emile, but dress makes half the man ; uniformity of 
attire confounds the distinctions of rank, and leads direct^ 
ly to an agrarian law." 

" Yes, marquis," exclaimed the king, " yon think pre- 
cisely as Figaro. Many a man laughs at a judge in a 
short dress, who trembles before a procurator in a long 
gown." * 

Sut while the king suppressed the connter-revolntion 
in fashions, he allowed the grand-master of ceremonies to 
reintroduce the entire etiquette of the old era. In con- 
formity with this etiquette, the king could not rise from 
his couch in the morning until the doors had been 
opened to all those who had the ^ands entree — that is to 
say, to the officers of his household, the mju-shals of 
France, several favored ladies ; further, to his cafefder, 
hia tailor, the bearer of his slippers, his barber, with two 
assistants, his watchmaker, and his apothecaries. 

The king was dressed in the presence of all these 
favored individuals, etiquette permitting him only to 
adjust his necktie himself, but requiring him, however, 
to empty his pockets of their contents of the prevjooi 
day. 

• H^moires d'une Fenune de Qu&Ut^ vol. L, p. 881 
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The naage of the old era, " the public dinner of the 
royal family," was also reiDtrodaced ; aod the grand- 
master of ceremonieB not only found it necessary to make 
preparations for this dinner weeks beforehand, but the 
Icing was also compelled to occupy himself with this mat- 
ter, and to appoint for this great ceremony the necessary 
"oflicersof provisions" — that is to say, the wine-taster, 
the CQp-bearers, the grand doorkeepers, and the cook-in- 
chief. 

At this £rst gr&nd pnblic dinner, the celebrated and 
indispensable " ship " of the royal board stood again 
immediately in front of the king's seat. This old " ship" 
of the royal board, an antique work of art which the city 
of Paris had once presented to a King of France, had 
also been lost in the grand shipwreck of 1792, and the 
grand-master of ceremonies had been compelled to have a 
new one made by the court jeweller for the occasion. 
This " ship " was a work in gilded silver, in form of a 
vessel deprived of its masts and rigging ; and in the same, 
between two golden plates, were contained the perfumed 
napkins of the king. In accordance with the old etiquette, 
no one, not even the princes and princesses, could pass 
the "ship" without making a profound obeisance, which 
they were also compelled to make on passing the royal 
oouch. 

The king restored yet another fashion of the old era 
— ^the &ahioQ of the " royal lady-friends." 

Like his brother the Count d'Artois, Louis XYIIL 
also had his lady-friends ; and among these the beantifo] 
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and witty CounteBS Ducayk occupied the first poBition. 
It was her office to amoae the kiog, and diaeipate the 
dark clouds that were only too often to be seen on the 
brow of King Loois, who was chained to hie arm-chair 
by ill-health, weakness, and excessive corpulency. She 
narrated to him the chronique acandaleuae of the im- 
perial court ; she reminded him of the old affaire of his 
yonth, which the king knew how to relate with so 
much wit and humor, and which he so loved to relate ; 
it devolved upon her to examine ' the lettere of the 
"black cabinet," and to read the more intereedng ones 
to the king. 

King Looia wae not ungratefol to his royal friend, 
and he rewarded her in a truly royal manner for some- 
timee banishing ennui from hia apartments. Finding 
that the conntess bad no intimate acquaintance with the 
contents of the Bible, he gave her the splendid Bible of 
Boyanmont, ornamented with one hundred and fifty 
magnificent engravings, after paintings of Kaphael. In- 
stead of tissue-paper, a thousand-franc note covered each 
of these engravings.* 

On another occafflon, the king gave her a copy of the 
" Charter ; " and in this each leaf wae aleo covered with 
a thooeand-franc note, as in the Bible. 

For 80 many proofs of the royal generoeity, the bean- 
tifnl countess, perhaps willingly, eubmitted to be called 
" the royal enafE-box," which appellation had its origin in 

* AmoiiTS et Galnnteries dee Rois de France, par St Edme, voL iL, 
p, S88. Mimoiies d'one Femme de Quality, toL L, p. 409. 
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the habit whieh the king fondly indulged in of strewing 
snnff on the countese'e lovely shonlder, and then ennffing 
it np with his nose. 



CHAPTER vrn. 

THE DRAWIHO-EOOM OF THE DUCHESS OF ST. LBC. 

While the etiquette and frivolity of the old era were 
being introdnced anew at the TnilerieB, and while H. de 
Blacas was governing in complacent recklessness, time 
was progressing, notwithstanding his endeavoi'S to turn it 
backward in his flight. 

While, oat . of the incessant conflict between the old 
and the new France, a discontented France was being 
born, Napoleon, the Emperor of Elba, was forming great 
plans of conquest, and preparing in secret understanding 
with the faithful, to leave his place of exile and return 
to France. 

He well knew that he conld rely on his old army — 
on tlie army who loudly cried, " Vive le roi ! " and then 
added, soUo voce, "cfo Rome, et 8on jietit papa / " * 

Hortense, the new Duchess of St. Leu, took but little 
part in all these things. She had, notwithstanding her 
youth and beauty, in a measure taken leave of the world. 
She felt herself to be no longer the woman, but only the 
mother ; her eons were the objects of all her tenderness 
and love, and she lived for them only. In her retire- 

* Cochelet, MSmotres sor k Beiiu Horteoae, toL iiL, p. 12L 
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ment at St. Leti, her time was devoted to the arts, to 
reading, and to Btudy ; aod, after having been thng occa- 
pied throughout the day, she passed the evening in her 
drawing-room, in nnrestrained intellectual conversation 
with her friends. 

For she had friends who had remained tme, notwith- 
standing the obscurity into which she had withdrawn 
herself, and who, although they filled important positions 
&t the new court, had retained their fri«idahip for the 
solitary dethroned queen. 

With these friends the Duchesa of St. Len conversed, 
in the evening, in her. parlor, of the grand and beantifnl 
past, giving themselves up entirely to these reoollectioas, 
httle dreaming that this harmless relaxation could awaken 
suspicion. 

For the Duke of Otranto, who had succeeded in his 
direwdness in retaining his position of minister of pohce, 
as well nnder Louis XYIII. aa under Napoleon, had his 
spies everywhere ; he knew of all that was said in every 
parlor of Paris ; he knew also that it was the custom, in 
the parlors of the Duchess of St. Leu, to look from the 
dark present back at the brilliant past, and to console 
one's self for the littleness of the present, with the recol- 
lection of the grandeur of departed days I And Fouch^, 
or rather the Duke of Otranto, knew how to utilize 
everything. 

In order to arouse Minister Blaoas out of his stupid 
dream of security, to a realizing sense of the grave 
eveute that were taking place, Fouch^ told him that a 
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oonspirocy against the government was being formed in 
the parlore of the Duchese of St. Leu ; that all those who 
were secret adberenta of Bonaparte were in the habit of 
assembling there, and planning the deliverance of the 
emperor from Elba. In order, however, on the other 
hand, to provide against the possibility of Napoleon's 
return, the Dnke of Otranto hastened to the Dnchese of 
St. Len, to warn her and conjure her to be on her goard 
against the spies bj whom she was surrounded, as sus- 
picion might be easily excited against her at court 

Hortenae paid no attention to this warning ; she con- 
sidered precaution unnecessary, and was not willing to 
deprive herself of her one happiness — that of seeing her 
friends, and of conversing with them in a free and nu- 
constrained manner. 

The parlors of the duchess, therefore, continued to be 
thrown open to her faithful friends, who had also been 
the faithful servants of the emperor ; and the Dukes of 
Bassano, of Friaul, of Bagusa, of the Moskwa, and their 
wives, as well as the gallant Charles de Labedoyfire, and 
the acute Count iRegnault de Saint-Jean d'Angely, still 
continued to meet in the parlors of the Duchess of St 
Len. 

The voice of hostility was raised against them with 
ever-increasing hostility ; the reunions that took place at 
St Len were day by day portrayed at the Tuileries in 
more hateful colors ; and the poor duchess, who lived in 
sorrow and retirement in her apartments, became an ob- 
ject of hatred and envy to these proud ladiea of the old 
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aristocracy, who were unable to comprehend how thia 
wottian could be thought of while they were near, al- 
though she had been the ornament of the imperial court, 
and who was considered amiable, intellectual, and beauti- 
ful, even under the legitimate dynasty. 

Hortense heard of the ridiculous and malicious re- 
ports which had been circulated concerning her, and, for 
the sake of her friends and sons, she resolved to put an 
end to them. 

" I must leave my dear St. Leu and go to Paris," said 
she. "There they can better observe all my actions. 
BeasoQ demands that I should conform myself to circum- 
stances." 

She therefore abandoned her quiet home at St. Leu, 
and repaired with her cliildren and her court to Paris, 
to again take up her abode in her dweUing in the Eue 
ie la Victoire. 

But this step gave fresh fuel to the calumnies of her 
enemies, who saw in her tlie embodied remembrance of 
the empire which they hated and at the same time feared. 

The Eonapartists still continued tlieir visits to her 
parlors, as before ; and no appeals, no representations 
could induce Hortense to close her doors against her 
faithful friends, for fear that their fidelity might excite 
suspicion against herself. 

In order, however, to contradict the report that ad- 
herents of Xapoleon only were in the habit of frequent- 
ing her parloj-s, the diicbcss also extended the hospitali- 
ties of her parlors to the strangers who brought letters of 
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recommendation, and who desired to be iatrodnced to 
her. Great ntimbers hastened to avail themBelTes of ^s 
permission. 

The moBt brilliant and select circle was soon aaeem- 
bled aroand the duchess. There, were to be found the 
great men of the empire, who came out of attachment ; 
distingniehed strangers, who came out of admiration; 
and, finally, the aristocrats of the old era, who came out 
of curiosity, who came to see if the Dncheas of St. Len 
was really bo intelligent, amiable, and graceful, as she was 
said to be. 

The parlors of the duchess were therefore more 
talked of in Paris than they had been at St Leo. The 
old duchesses and princesses of the Faubourg St. Ger- 
main, with all their ancestors, prejudices, and preten- 
sions, were enraged at hearing this everlasting praise of 
the charming queen, and endeavored to appease their 
wrath by renewed hostilities against its object 

It was not enough that she was calumniated, at court 
and in society, as a dangerous person ; the arm of the 
press was also wielded against her. 

As we have said, Hortense was the embodied remem- 
brance of the empire, and it was Uierefore determined 
that she should be destroyed, Brockures and pamphlets 
were published, in which the ting was appealed to, to 
banish from Paris, and even from France, the dangerous 
woman who was conspiring publicly, and even under the 
very eyes of the government, for Napoleon, and to ban- 
ish with her the two children also, the two Kapoleons; 
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" for," eaid these odious aocuBers, " to leave these two 
princes here, means to raise in France wolves that wonld . 
one day ravage their country." * 

Hortense paid but little attention to these reports and 
ealtimmee. She vaa too much accustomed to being mis- 
understood and wrongly judged, to allow herself to be 
disqnieted thereby. She knew that calnmniea were 
never refuted by contradiction, and that it was therefore 
better to meet them with proud silence, and to conquer 
them by contempt, instead of giving them new life by 
combating and contradicting them. 

She herself entertained such contempt for calumny 
that she never allowed anything abusive to be said in her 
presence that would injure any one in her estimation. 
When, on one occasion, while she was still Queen of 
Holland, a lady of Holland took occasion to speak ill of 
another lady, on account of her political opinions, the 
queen interrupted her, and said : " Madame, here I am a 
stranger to all parties, and receive all persons with the 
same consideration, for I love to hear every one well 
spojien of; and I generally receive an unfavorable im- 
pression of those only who speak ill of others." f 

And, strange to say, she herself was ever the object of 
calumny and aecnsation. 

" During twentj-five years, I have never been sepa- 
rated from Princess Hortense," eays Louise de Oochelet, 
" and I have never observed in her the slightest feeling 

" Cochelet, Mfimoirea aur k Reine Hortenne, voL iL, p. 280; 
tOi>oheIet,ToLL,p. 878. 
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of bitterneBB against any one ; ever good and gentle, she 
never failed to take an interest in those who were un- 
happy ; and she endeavored to help them whenever and 
wherever they presented themselvee. And this noble 
and gentle woman was always the object of hatred and 
absurd calumnies, and against all this she waa armed 
with the integrity and purity of her actions and inten- 
tions only." * 

Nor did Hortense now think of contradicting the 
calumnies that had been circulated concerning her. Her 
mind was oopupied with other and far more important 
mattere. 

An ambassador of her husband, who resided in Flor- 
ence, had come to Paris in order to demand of Hortense, 
in the name of Louis Bonaparte, his two sons. 

After much discussion, he had fin^y declared that he 
woald be saidsfied, if his wife would send him his eldest 
son, Napoleon Louis, only. 

But the loving mother could not and would not con- 
sent to a separation from either of her children ; and as, 
in spite of her entreaties, her husband persisted in refus- 
ing to allow her to retain both of them, she resolved, in 
the anguish of maternal love, to resort to the most ex- 
treme means to retain the possession of her sons. 

She informed her husband's ambassador that it waa 
her fixed purpose to retain possession of her children, 
and appealed to the law to recognize and protect them, 

• Cochelet, vol. L, p. 878. 
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and not allow her sous to be deprived of their rights as 
FreDchtnen, by going into a compulsory exile. 

"While the Duchess of St. Leu was being accused of 
conspiring in favor of Napoleon, her whole soul was 
occupied with the one question, which was to decide 
whether one of her sons could be torn from her side or 
not; and, if she conspired at all, it was only with her 
lawyer in order to frustrate her husband's plans. 

Ent the c^umnies and accusations of the press were 
nevertheless continued ; and at last her friends thought it 
necessary to lay before the queen a journal that contained 
a violent and abusive article against her, and to request 
that they might be permitted to reply to it. 

With a sad smile, Hortense read the article and re- 
turned the newspaper. 

"It is extremely mortifying to be scorned by one's 
countrymen," said she, " but it would be useless to make 
any reply. I can afford to disregard such attacks — they 
are powerless to harm me." 

But when on the following morning the same journal 
contained a venomous and odious article levelled at her 
husband, Louis Bonaparte, her generous indignation was 
aroused, and, oblivious of all their disagreements, and 
even of the process now pending between them, she re- 
membered only that it was the father of her children 
whom they had dared to attack, and that he was not prea- 
sent to defend himself. It therefore devolved upon her 
to defend him. 

" I am enraged, and I desire that K. I)espr& ahall re- 
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plj to this article at once," said HortenBc. " Although 
paternal love on the one side, and maternal love on the 
other, has involved ub in a painfnl process, it neverthe- 
lees concerns no one else, and it disgraces neither of ns, 
I ebould be in despair, if this sad controversy were made 
the pretext for insulting the father of my chUdreu and 
the honored name he bears. For the very reason that I 
Btand alone, am I called on to defend the absent to the 
best of my ability. Therefore let M, Despres come to 
me ; I will instruct him how to answer this disgracefnl 
article ! " 

On the following day, an able and eloquent article in 
defence of Lonie Bonaparte appeared in the journal — an 
article that shamed and silenced his accusers — an article 
which the prince, whose cause it so warmly espoused, 
probably never thought of attributing to the wife to 
whose maternal heart he had caosed such anguish. * 



CHAPTER IX 

THK BUEIAI, OF LODIB XVL AND HIS WIFE. 

The earnest endeavors of the Bonrbon court to find 
the resting-place of the remains of the royal couple who 
had died on the scaffold, and who had expiated the crimes 
of their predecessors rather than their own, were at last 
BQCcessfuL The remains of the illustrious martyrs had 

• Coohelet, voL L, p. 808. 
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been sought for in aocordaoce with the directiona of per- 
Bons who had witneased their sorrowful and contemptQ' 
one bnrial, and the body of Louie XYI. wae found in a 
desolate corner of the grave-jard of St. Boch, and in an- 
other place alao that of Queen Marie Antoinette. 

It was the king's wish, and a perfectly natural and 
just one, to inter these bodies in the royal vault at St. 
Denis, but he wished to do it quietly and without pomp ; 
his acute political tact taught him that these sad remains 
should not be made the occaeion of a political demonstra- 
tion, and that it was unwise to permit the bones of Louis 
XVI. to become a new apple of discord. 

But the king's court, even hie nearest relatives, his 
ministers, and the whole troop of arrogant courtiers, who 
desired, by means of an ostentatious interment, not only 
to show a proper respect for the beheaded royal pair, but 
also to punish those whom they covertly called " regi- 
cides," and whom they were nevertheless now compelled 
to tolerate — the king's entire court demanded a solemn 
and ceremonious interment ; and Louis, who, as he him- 
self had said, " was king, but not master," was compelled 
to yield to this demand. 

Preparations were therefore made for an ostentatious 
Interment of the royal remains, and it was determined 
that the melancholy rites should take place on the 2l8t of 
January, 1815, the anniversary of painful memories and 
tuiending regret for the royal family. 

M. de Chateaubriand, the noble and intelligent eolo- 
gist and friend of the Bourbons, caused an article to be in- 
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Berted in the Jownal des Dehata, in whidi he Rnnoniiced 
iha impeodiiig ceremony. This article waa then repub- 
lished in pamphlet form ; and 80 great was the aym- 
pathj of the Parisians in the approaching event, that 
^rty thousand copies were disposed of, in Paris alone, 
in one daj. 

On the 20th of Jannary the graves of the martyrs 
were opened, and all the princes of the royal house who 
were present, knelt down at the edge of the grave to 
mingle their prayers with those of the thousands who 
had accompanied them to the church-yard. 

But the king- was right. This act, that appeared to 
some to be a mere act of justice, seemed an insult to 
others, and reminded them of the dark days of error and 
fanaticism, in which they bad allowed themselves to be 
drawn into the vortex of the general delirium. Many of 
those who in the Assembly had voted for the death of the 
king, were now residing at Paris, and even at court, as 
for instance Fouch6, and to them the approaching cere- 
mony seemed an insult. 

" Ai>e you aware," exclaimed Deecourtie, as he rushed' 
into the apartment of Csmbac^r^ who was at that mo-< 
ment conversing witli the Count de Pere, " have yon 
already been informed that this ceremony is really to take 
place to-morrow J '* 

"Tee, to-morrow is the fated day. To-morrow we 
are to be delivered over to the daggers of fanatics." 

" Is this the pardon that was promised us I " 

" As for that," ezdaimed the Count de Fere (a good 
18 .-• I 
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rojaliat), " I waa not aw&re that there waa an article ia 
the coQStittition forbidding the reinterment of the mortal 
remaiDB ot the royal pair. The proceeding will be per- 
fectly lawful," 

" It is their purpose to infuriate the populace," ex- 
claimed Descourtia, pale with inward agitation. " Old 
recollecdous are to be recalled and a mate accusation 
hurled at us. But we ^all some day be restored to 
power again, and then we will remember also ! " 

CambacSrSs, who had listened to this conversation in 
eOence, now stepped forward, and, taking Descourtis's 
hand in his own, pressed it tenderly. 

" Ah, my friend," said he, in sad and solemn tones, 
" I would we were permitted to march behind the funeral* 
car in mouming-robes to-morrow 1 We owe this proof of 
repentance to France and to ourselves I " 

The solemn funeral celebration took place on the fol- 
lowing day. All Paris toot part in it. Every one, even 
the old republicans, the Bonapartists as well as the royal- 
ists, joined the funeral procession, in order to testify that 
they had abandoned the past and were repentant.- 
• Slowly and solemnly, amid the ringing of all the 
bells, the roll of the drum, the thunders of artillery, 
and the chants of the clergy, the procession moved oa- 
ward. 

The golden crown, which hung suspended over Hie 
fnneral-car, shone lustrously in the sunlight. It had 
fallen from the heads of the royal pair while they still 
lived i it now adorned them in death- 
Dig n,-.rihyGoot^le 
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Slowly and solecmlj the procesBion moved onward ; it 
had arrived at the EonIevardB which separatee the two 
streets of Montmartre. Suddenly a terrible, thousand- 
voiced cry of horror burst upon the air. 

The crown, which hung suspended over the funeral- 
car, had fallen down, touching the cofiSns with a dismal 
sound, and then broke into fragments on the glittering 
snow of the street. 

This occnrred on the 21st of January ; two months 
later, at the same hour, and on the same day, the crown 
of Louis XVIII. fell from his head, and Napoleon placed 
it on his own 1 



CHAPTER X 

napoleon's BBTDltN FBOH SLBA. 

A CET of tremendous import reverberated throogh 
Paris, all France, and all Europe, in the first days of 
Harch, 1816. Kapoleon, it was said, had quitted Elba, 
and would soon arrive in France 1 

The royalists heard it wiA dismay, the Bonapartists 
■with a delight that they hardly took the pains to con- 
ceal. 

Horteuse alone took no part in the universal delight 
of the imperialists. Her soul was filled with profound 
sadness and dark forebodings. " I lament this step," 
said she ; " I would have sacrificed every thing to prevent 
bia return to France, because I am of the beli^ that uo 
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good can come of it Many will declare for, and many 
against him, and we efaall have a civil war, of which the 
emperor himself may be the victim." • 

In the meanwhile the general excitement was contina- 
ally increaeing ; it took poaeeseion of every one, and at 
this time none would have been capable of giving cool 
and sensible advice. 

Great numbers of the emperor's friends come to the 
Dnchees of St Leu, and demanded of her ooanee], aaeist- 
ance, and encouragement, accnsing her of indiiEerence and 
want of sympathy, because she did not share their hopea, 
and was sad instead of rejoicing with them. 

Bnt the spies of the still ruling government, who lay 
in wait around the queen's dwelling, did not hear her 
words ; they only saw that the emperor's former generals 
and advisers were in the habit of repairing to her parlors, 
and that was sufficient to stamp Hortense as the head of 
the conspiracy which had for its object the return of Na- 
poleon to France. 

The queen perceived the danger of her situation, bnt 
she bowed her head to receive the blows of Fate in silent 
resignation. " I am environed by torments and perplex- 
ities," said she, " bnt I see no means of avoiding them. 
There is no resource for me but to arm myself with 
courage, and that I will do." 

The royal government, however, still hoped to be able 
to stem the advancing tide, and compel the wavos oi 

* Coohelet^ vcd. U., p. S4S. 
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insnrrection to surge backward and destroy thoae who 
. had Bet them in motdon. 

They propoBed to treat the great event which made 
France glow with new puleatione, as a mere insurrection, 
that had been diBcovered in good time, and could there- 
fore be easily repreeged. They therefore determined, 
above all, to seize and render harmlees the " conspira- 
tors," that is to say, all those of whom it was known 
that they had remained faithful to the emperor in their 
hearts. 

Spies surrounded the honseB of aU the generals, dnkes, 
and princes of the empire, and it was only in disguise and 
by the greatest dexterity that they could evade the vigil- 
ance of the police. 

The Duchese of St. Len was at last also compelled to 
yield to the urgent entreaties of her friends, and seek 
an asylum during these days of uncertainty and danger. 
She quitted her dwelling in disguise, and, penetrating 
through the army of spies who lay in wait around the 
house and in the street in which she resided, she happily 
succeeded in reaching the hiding-place prepared for her 
by a faithful servMit of her mother. She had already 
confided her children to another servant who had re- 
muned true to her in her time of trouble. 

The Duke of Otranto, now once more the faithful 
Fouch^ of the empire, was also to have been arrested, but 
he managed to effect his escape. General Lavalette-^ 
who was aware that the dwelling of the Puchess of St. 
Lea was no longer watched by the police, who had die- 
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covered that the dncheae was no longer there — Lavalette 
took advantage of this circmnatance, and concealed him- , 
Belf in her dwelling, and M. de Dandr^, the chief of 
police, who hod vainl; endeavored to catch the Bo-called 
conspirators, exclaimed in anguish : " It is impoBsible to 
find any one ; it has been so much noised about that theee 
Bonapardsta were to be arrested, that they are now all 
hidden away." 

Like a bombshell the news suddenly burst upon the 
anziouB and doubting capital : " The emperor has been 
received by the people in Grenoble with exultation, and 
the troops that were to have been led against him have, 
together with iheir chieftain, Charles de Labedoy^re, 
gone over to the emperor. The gates of the city were 
thrown open, and the people advanced to meet him with 
shoots of welcome and applause ; and now Napoleon 
stood no longer at the head of a Httle body of troops, bat 
at the head of a small army that was increasing with 
every hour." 

The government still endeavored, through its officials 
and through the pnblic press, to make the Parisians dis 
believe this intelligence. 

Bat the government had lost fath in iteelf . It heard 
the old, the hated cry, "Vive I'empereurl" resounding 
through the air ; it heard the fluttering of the victorious 
battle-flags of Marengo, Areola, Jena, and Austerlitz 1 
The Emperor Napoleon was still the conquering hero, 
who swayed destiny and compelled it to declare for him. 

A perfect frenzy of dismay bx^ possession of the 
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TOjaliets ; and when they learned that Napoleon had 
already arrived in Lyons, that its inhabitants had received 
liim with enthusiasm, and that its garrison had also de- 
clared for him, their panic knew no bounds. 

The royalist leaders assembled at the house of Count 
de ta Pere, for the purpose of holding a last great dis- 
cussion and consultation. The most eminent persons, 
men and women, difiering widely on other subjects, bat 
a unit on this point, assembled here with the same feel- 
ings of patriotic horror, and with the same desire to pro- 
mote the general welfare. There were Kadame de Stael, 
Benjamin Constant, Connt Lain^, and Chateaubriand ; 
there were the Date de Nemours, and Count de la Pere, 
and around them gathered the whole troop of anxioas 
royalists, expecting and hoping that the eloquent lips of 
these celebrated personages who stood in iheir midst 
would give them consolation and new life. 

Benjamin Constant spoke first. He said that, to Na- 
poleon, that is, to force, force must be opposed. Bona- 
parte was armed with the love of the soldiers, they must 
arm themselves with the love of the citizens. His ap- 
pearance was imposing, like the visage of Cfesar ; it 
would be necessary to oppose to him an equally sublime 
countenance. Lafayette should, therefore, be made com- 
mander-in-chief of the French army. 

M. de Chateauhriand exclaimed, with noble indigna- 
tion, that the first step to be t&ken by the government 
was to punish severely a ministry that was so short- 
sifi^ted, and had committed so many faults. lidiiS de- 
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dared, with a voice tremnlons wi& emotion, that all wia 
lost, and that bat one means of confounding tyranny re- 
mained } a Boene, portraying the whole terror, dismay, 
and grief of the capital at the approach of the hated 
enemy, Bhonld be arranged. In accordance with this 
plan, the whole population of Faris — tlie entire National 
Guard, the mothers, the yonng girla, the children, the 
old and the yonng — were to pass ont of the ci^, and 
await the tyrant; and this aspect of a million of men 
fleeing from the face of a single human being was to 
move or terrify him who came to rob them of th^ 
peace! 

In her enthnsiastic and energetic manner, Madame de 
Btael pronounced an anathema against the nsnrper who 
was about to kindle anew, in weeping, shivering France, 
the flames of war. 

All were tonched, enthusiastic, and agitated, but they 
could do nothing bat utter ;fine phrases ; and fdl that fell 
from the eloquent lips of these celebrated poets and poli- 
ticians was, as it were, nothing more Qiaa a bulletin con- 
cerning the condition of the patient, and concerning the 
mortal wounds which he had received. This patient wai 
France ; and the royalists, who were assembled in the 
house of Count de la Pere, now felt that the patient's 
case was hopeless, and that nothing remained to them but 
to go into exile, and bemoan his sad fate 1 * 

n M^moires d'nne Femme de Quality toL L, p. 99: 



rihyGoo^le 



LOUIS'S DHPABTUBB AND NAPOLBOITS ARRIVAL. 973 
CHAPTER XI. 

LODIS IVin.'8 DBPAETOEB AND HAPOLBOK's ABBITAL. 

While the royalistB were thas consideriDg, hesitating, 
and deepoiring, Xing Loois XYIII. had alone retained 
his composure and sense of security. That is to say, 
they had taken care not to inform him of the real state of 
afiairs. On the contrary, he had been informed that Bo- 
naparte had been everywhere received with coldness and 
silence, and that the army wonld not respond to his ap- 
peal, but would remain true to the ting. The exultation 
with which the people everywhere received fiie advancing 
emperor found, therefore, no echo in the Tnileries, and 
the crowd who pressed aronnd the king when he repaired 
to the hall of the Corps UgislaUf to hold an encouraging 
address, was not the people, bnt the royalists — those 
otherwise so haughty ladies and gentlemen of the old 
nobility, who again, as on the day of the first entrance, 
acted the part to which the people were not diepo^ to 
adapt themselves, and transformed themselves for a mo- 
ment into the people, in order to show to the king the 
demonstrations of his people's love. 

The king was completely deceived. M. de Blacae 
told the king of continuous reverses to Napoleon's arms, 
while the emperor's advance was in reality a continnons 
triumph. They had carried this deception so far that 
they had informed the king that Lyons had closed its 
gates to Napolecm, tod dutt Ney was advancing to meet 
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him, vowing that he would bring the emperor back to 
Paris in an iron cage. 

Tlie king was therefore composed, self-poseeseed, aad 
resolute, when suddenly his brother, the Count d'Artois, 
and tlie Duke of Orleans, who, according to the king's 
belief, occupied Lyons as a victor, arrived in Paris alone, 
as fugitives, abandoned by their soldiers and servants, 
and informed Louis that Lyons had received the emperor 
with open arms, aud that no resource had beea left them 
but to betake themselves to flight. 

And a second, and still more terrible, item of intelli- 
gence followed the first. Key, the king's hope, the last 
support of his tottering throne, Ney had not had the 
heart to maintain a hostile position toward his old com- 
panion in arms. Key had gone over to the emperor, and 
his army had followed him with exultation. 

The king's eyes were now opened, he now saw the 
truth, and learned how greatly he had been deceived. 

" Alas," cried lie, sadly, " Bonaparte fell because he 
would not listen to the truth, and I shall fall because 
they would not tell me the truth ! " 

At this moment, and while the king was eloquently 
appealing to his brothers and relatives, and to the gentle- 
men of his court who surrounded him, to tell him the 
whole truth, the door opened, and the Minister Blacas, 
until then so complacent, so confident of victory, now 
stepped in pale and trembling. 

Tlie truth, which he had so long concealed from the 
king, was now plauily impressed on his pale, terrified 

D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 



LOUIS'S DBPAaTtIRE AND NAPOLBON'S AEEIVAL. 275 

countenance. Tlie king had desired to hear the trutli ; 
it stood before him in hie trembling minister. 

A short interval of profound silence occurred; the 
eyes of all were fastened on the coont, and, in the midst 
of the general silence, be was heard to say, in a voice 
choked with emotion : " Sire, all is lost ; the army, aa 
well as the people, betray your majesty. It wiU be 
necessary for your majesty to leave Paris." 

The king staggered backward for an instant, and 
then fastened an inquiring glance on the faces of all 
who were present. No one dared to return his gaze 
with a glance of hope. Tbey all looked down sorrow- 
fully. 

The king understood this mute reply, and a deep 
sigh escaped his breast. 

" The tree bears its fruit," said he, with a bitter 
smile ; " beretof ore it has been your purpose to make me 
govern for yoa, hereafter I shall govern for no one. If 
I shall, however, return to the throne of my fathers once 
more, you will be made to understand that I wUl profit 
by the experience you have given me I " * 

A few hours later, at nightfall, supported on the arm 
of Count Blacas, without any suite, and preceded by a 
single lackey bearing a torch, the king left the once more 
desolate and solitary Tuileries, and fled to Holland. 

Twenty-four hours later, on the evening of the 20th 
of March, !t^apoleon entered the Tuileries, accompanied 

* The king's own words. M^moires d'ane Femme de Quality, vol 
i..p.l5& 
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by tlie exnltiag shonts of the people, and the thuDdering 
*' Vive Vem/perewr " of the troops. On the same place 
where the white flag of the Bourbons had bat yesterday 
flattered, the triciAoTe of the empire now flang out ito 
folds to the breeze. 

In the Tuileries the emperor found all his old minis- 
ters, his generals, and his courtiers, assembled. All were 
desirous of eeetog and greeting him. As immense cou- 
com^e of people surged around the entrance on the stair- 
ways and in the halls. 

Borne aloft on the arms and shoulders of tbe people, 
the emperor was carried np the stairway, and into his 
apartments ; and, while shonts of joy were resounding 
within, the thoasands without joined the more fortunate 
ones who had borne the emperor to his apartments, and 
rent the air with exulting cries of " Yive Vempereur ! " 

In his cabinet, to which Napoleon immediately re- 
paired, he was received by Queen Julia, wife of Joseph 
Bonaparte, and Queen Hortense, who had abandoned her 
place of concealment, and harried to the TnUeries to 
salute the emperor. 

■Napoleon greeted Hortenae coldly, he inquired briefly 
after the health of her eons, and then added, almost se- 
verely : " Yon have placed my nephews in a false posi- 
tion, by permitting them to remain in the midst of my 



Hortense turned pale, and her eyes filled with tears. 
The emperor seemed not to notice it. " Ton have ac- 
cepted the friendship of my enemies," said h^ "and 
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have placed yourself under obligatdons to the Boarbooa. 
I depend on Eugene ; I* hope lie will soon be here. I 
wrote to him from Lyons." 

This waa the reception Kortsnse received from the 
emperor. He was angry with her for having remained in 
France, uid at the same time the flying Bonrbons, who 
were on their way to Holland, said of her : " The Dnch- 
ess of St. Leu is to hl&me for all 1 Her intrigues alone 
have brought N^apoleon back to Paria." 



OHAPTEE Xn. 

THE EUNDBED DATS. 

The hundred days that followed the emperor's retnrU 
are like a myth of the olden time, like a poem of Homer, 
in which heroes destroy worlds .with a blow of the hand, 
and raise armies out of the ground with a stamp of the 
foot ; in which nations perish, and new ones are bom 
within the space of a minnte. 

These hundred days stAnd in history as a giant era, 
and these hundred days of the restored empire were re- 
plete with all the earth can offer of fortune, of magnifi' 
cenoe, of glory, and of victory, as well as of all that the 
earth contains that is disgraceful, miserable, traitorous, 
and perfidious. 

Wondrous and brilliant was their commencement 
All France seemed to hail the emperor's return vi& ex- 
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nltatdoD. Every one hastened to assure him of his nn- 
chaogeable fidelity, and to persuade him that they had 
only obeyed the Bourbons nnder compnlsion. 

The old splendor of the empire once more prevailed 
in the Tuileriee, where the emperor now held his glitter, 
ing court again. There was, however, this difference: 
Queen Hortense now did the honors of the court, in the 
place of the Empress Marie Lonise, who had not re- 
tnrned with her husband ; and the emperor could not 
now show the people his own BOn, but could only point 
to his two nephews, the sous of Hortense. 

The emperor had quickly reconciled himself to the 
queen ; he had been compelled to yield to her gentle and 
yet decided explanations ; he had comprehended that 
Hortense had sacrificed herself for her children, in con- 
tinning to remain in France notwithstanding her reluc- 
tance. After this reconciliation had taken place, Napo- 
leon extended his hand to Hortense, with his irresistible 
smile, aud begged her to name a wish, in order that he 
might fulfil it. 

Queen Hortense, who had been bo bitterly slandered 
and scorned by the royahsts, and who was still considered 
by the fleeing Bourbons to be the cause of their over- 
throw — this same qneen now entreated the emperor to 
permit the Duchess d'Orleans, who had not been able to 
leave Paris on account of a broken limb, to remain, and 
to accord her a pension besides. She told the emperor 
that she had received a letter from the duchess, in which 
she b^ged for her intercession in obtaining some aeaist- 
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ance from the emperor, assuring her that it was nrgently 
Deeded, in her depresBed circumBtances. 

The emperor conBented to grant this wish of his step- 
daughter Hortense ; and it was solely at her Bolicitatiou 
that Napoleon accorded a pension of four hundred thou- 
sand francs to the Duchess d'Orleans, the mother of Kin^ 
Loois Philippe.* 

A few days later, at Kortense's request, a pension of 
two hundred thousand francs was also accorded to the 
Duchesa of Bourbon, who had also besought the queen 
to exert her inflaenee in her behalf ; and both ladies now 
hastened to assure Hortense of their everlasting grati- 
tude. The fulfilment of her wish filled Hortense with 
delight ; she was as proud, of it as of a victory achieved. 

" I considered it a sacred duty," said she, " to inter- 
cede for these ladies. They were ae isolated and desolate 
as I had been a few days before, and I know how sad it 
is to be in such a state t " 

But Hortense's present state was a very different one. 
She was now no longer the Duchess of St. Leu, but the 
queen and the ornament of the court once more ; all heads 
now bowed before her again, and the high-bom ladies, who 
had seemed oblivions of her existence during the past 
year, now hastened to do homage to the queen. 

"Majesty," said one of these ladies to the queen, 
" unfortunately, you were always absent in the country 
when I called to pay my respects during the past winter." 

* L» Beine Hortense en Italie, en Pnuice, et en Angleterre. Ecrit 
p«c eUe-mdme, p. 185, 
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The queen'B o&lj respotue was a gentle ''Indeed, 
msdame," which she acoompftiiied with a Bmile. 

HorteoBe, as has before been eajd, was now again the 
grand point of attraction at court, and, at Napoleon's 
command, the pablic officials now also hastened to solicit 
the honor of an audience, in order to pay their respects 
to the emperor's step-daughter. Each daj beheld new 
/HessaA ceremonies. 

The most enblime and imposing of all these was the 
ceremony of the Champ de Mm, that took place on the 
£rst of Jane, and at which the emperor, in the presence 
of the applauding populace, presented to his army the 
new eagles and flags, which they were henceforth to 
carry into battle instead of the^ lilies of the Bourbons. 

It was a wondrous, an enchanting spectacle to behold 
the sea of human beings that surged to and fro on this 
immense space, and made the welkin ring with their 
" Vive Vempereur ! " — to behold the prond, triumphant 
soldiers receiving from Napoleon the eagles consecrated 
by the priests at the altar that stood before the emperor. 
It was a wondrous spectacle to behold the hundreds of 
richly -attired ladies glittering with diamonds, who occu- 
pied the tiers of seats that stood immediately behind the 
emperor's chair, and on which Hortense and her two 
K>us occupied the first seats. 

The air was so balmy, the sun shone so lustriously 
over all this splendor and magnificence, the caunou thun- 
dered so mightily, and the strains of music resounded bo 
sweetly on the ear ; and, while all were applauding and 
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rejoioiiig, Hortenfle eat beHnd the emperor's chair cov- 
ertly sketching the imposing scene that lay before her, 
the grand ceremony, which, a dark foreboding told her, 
" might perhaps be the last of the empire." * 

Eortense alone did not allow herself to be deceived 
by this Dniversal delight and contentment. 

The heavens still seemed bright and serene overhead, 
but she already perceived the gathering clouds, she al- 
ready heard the mutteringa of the storm ^t was soon, 
and this time forever, to hurl the emperor's throne to 
the ground. She knew that a day would suddenly come 
when all this brightness would grow dim, and when all 
those who now bowed so humbly before him, would turn 
from him again — a day when they would deny and de- 
sert the emperor as they had already done once before, 
and that, from that day on, the present period of grand- 
eur would be accounted to her as a debt. But this knowl- 
edge caused her neither anxiety nor embarrassment. 

The emperor was once more there ; he was the lord 
and father left her by her mother Josephine, and it was 
her duty and desire to be trne and obedient to him as 
long as she lived. 

The sun still shone lustrously over the restored em- 
pice, and in the parlors of Queen ■ Hortense, where the 
diplomats, statesmen, artiste, and all the notables of the 
empire were in the habit of assembling, gayety reigned 
supreme. There music and literature were discussed, and 
homage done to all the fine arts. 
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Eenjamin ConBtant, who had with great rapidity 
traDBformed himBelf from an enthuBiastic royalist into 
an imperial state-councillor, came to the queen's parlors 
and regaled her guests by reading to them his romance 
Addlphe; and Metternicli, the Austrian ambassador, 
seemed to have no other destiny than to amuse the queen 
and the circle of ladies assembled aronnd them, and to 
invent new social games for their entertainment, 

Mettemieh knew bow to bring thousands of charming 
little frivolities into fashion ; he taught the ladies the 
charming and poetic language of flowers, and made it a 
symbolic means of conversation and correspondence in 
the queen's circle. lie also, to the great delight of tlie 
court, invented the aljjhabet of gems ; in this alphabet 
each gem represented its initial letter, and, by combina- 
tions, names and devices were formed, which were worn 
in necklaces, bracelets, and rings. 

The little games with whicli the diplomatic Metter- 
nich occupied himself during the hundred days at the im- 
perial court at Paris, were, it appears, of the most innocent 
and hai-mless nature. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

NArOLFX)N's LAST ADIEU. 



The storm, of tlie approach of which Queen Hortense 
had 80 long bad a foreboding, was preparing to burst over 
France. All the princes of Europe who had once been 
Napoleon's allies had now declared against him. They 
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all refused to acknowledge Kapoleon as emperor, or to 
treat with him ae one having an; authority. 

" No peace, no reconciliation with this man," wrote 
the Emperor Alexander to Pozzo di Borgo ; " all Europe 
is of the same opinion concerning him. With the excep- 
tion of this man, any thing they may demand ; no prefer- 
ence for any one ; no war alter this man shall have been 
Bet aside." * 

But, in order to " set this man aside," war was neces- 
sary. The allied armies therefore advanced toward the 
honndaries of France ; the great powers declared war 
against France, or rather against the Emperor Napoleon ; 
and France, which had eo long desired peace, and had 
only accepted the Bourbons because it hoped to obtain 
it of them, France was now compelled to take up the 
gauntlet. 

On the 12th of June the emperor left Paris with his 
army, in order to meet the advancing enemy. Napoleon 
himself, who had hitherto gone into battle, his counte- 
nance beaming with an assurance of victory, now looked 
gloomy and dejected, for be well knew that on the fate 
of his army now depended his own, and the fate of 
France, 

This time it was not a question of making conquests, 
bnt of saving the national independence, and it was the 
mother-earth, red with the blood of her children, that was 
now to be defended. 

Paris, that for eighty days had been the scene of spleo- 

* Cochelet, toL Ui, p. 90. 
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dor and feetivit;, now pnt on ite mourning attire. AH 
rejoicings were at an end, and ever^ one listened hope- 
fully to catch the first tones of the thonder of a victorioos 
battle. 

But the days of victory were over ; the cannon thun- 
dered, the battle was fought, but instead of a triumph it 
was an overthrow. 

At Waterloo, the eagles that had been consecrated on 
tho first of June, on the Chamvp de Mai, sank in the dust ; 
the emperor returned to Paris, a fugitive, and broken 
down in spirit, while the victorious allies were approach- 
ing the capital. 

At the firat intelligence of his return, Hortense has- 
tened to the Elysle, where he had taken up his residence, 
to greet him. During the last few days she had been a 
prey to gloomy thoughts; now that the danger had 
come, now when all were despairing, she was composed, 
resolute, and ready to stand at the emperor's side to the 
last. 

Kapoleon was lost, and Hortense knew it; but ha 
now had most need of friends, and she remained tme, 
while so many of his nearest friends and relatives were 
deserting him. 

On the twenty-second day of June the emperor sent 
in his abdication in favor of his son, the Zing of Borne, 
to the chambers ; and a week later the chambers pro- 
claimed Napoleon's son Emperor of France, under the 
name of Napoleon 11. 

But this emperor was a child of four years, and was, 
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moreover, not in France, bat in the cuBtody of the Em- 
peror of Austria, whoae army was now marching on Paris 
with hostile intent ! ■ 

Napoleon, now no longer Emperor of France, had 
been compelled to take the crown from his head a second 
time ; and for the second time be quitted Paris to await 
the destiny to be appointed him by the allies. 

This time he did not repair to Fontaineblean, but to 
Malmaison — to Halmaison, that had once been Joee* 
phine's paradise, and where her heart had at last bled to 
death. This charming resort had passed into the posses- 
sion of Qneen Hortense ; and Napoleon, who but yester- 
day had mled over a whole empire, and to-day coald call 
nothing, not even the space of ground on which he stood, 
his own, Napoleon asked Hortense to receive him at Hal- 
maison. 

Hortense accorded his request joyfully, and, when her 
friends learned this, and in their dismay and anxiety con- 
jured her not to identify in this manner herself and chil' 
dren with the fate of the emperor, hut to consider well 
the danger that would result from such a course, the 
queen replied resolutely : " That is an additional reason 
for holding firm to my determination. I consider it my 
sacred doty to remain true to the emperor to the last, and 
the greater the danger that threatens the emperor, the 
happier I shall be in having it in my power to show him 
my entire devotion and gratitude." 

And when, in this decision, when her whole future 
hung in the balance, one of her most intimate lady-friends 
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ventured to remind the gneen of the diagracefol and mo. 
liciouB reports that h&d once been pot in circulation with 
regard to her relation to Napoleon, and suggested that 
she would give new strength to them by now receiving 
the emperor at Halmaison, Kortense rephed with dignity : 
" What do I care for these calumnies ? I fulfil the duty 
imposed on me by feeling and principle. The emperor 
has always treated me as his child ; I shall therefore ever 
remain his devoted and grateful daughter ; it is my fiist 
and greatest necessity to be at peace with myself." * 

Hortense therefore repaired with the emperor to Mal- 
maison, and the faithful, who were not willing to leave 
him in his misfortune, gathered aroimd him, watched 
over hie life, and gave to his residence a fleeting reflection 
of the old grandeur and magnificence. For they who 
now stood around Napoleon, guarding his person from 
any immediate danger that threatened him at the hands 
of fanatic enemies or hired assassins, were marsbalB, gen- 
erals, dukes, and princes. 

But Napoleon's fate was already decided — it was an 
inevitable one, and when the intelligence reached Mal- 
maison that the enemy was approaching nearer and nearer, 
and that resistance was no longer made anywhere, and 
when Napoleon saw that all was lost, his throne, hie crown, 
■and even the love which he ima^ned he had for ever 
Imilt up for himself in the hearts of the French people 
by his great deeds and victories — when he saw this he 
determined to fly, no matter whither, but away from the 
■ Cocbelet, vol. iiL, p. IW. 
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France diat would no longer rallj to his call, the France 
that bad abandoned bim. 

Tbe emperor resolved to fly to Eochefort, and to em- 
bark there in order to return to Elba. Tbe provisional 
government tbat had established itself in Paris, and bad 
sent an ambassador to Napoleon at Malmaison with the 
demand tbat he should depart at once, now instructed 
this ambassador to accompany tbe emperor on his journey, 
and not to leave him until' be should have embarked. 

Napoleon waa ready to comply with this demand. 
He determined to depart on tbe afternoon of tbe 30tb of 
Jone. He bad nothing more to do but to take leave of 
bis friends and family. He did this with cold, tearless 
composure, with an immovable, iron countenance ; no 
muscle of his face quivered, and his glance was severe 
and imperious. 

But, when Hortense brought In her two sons, when 
be bad clasped them in his arms for the laat time, then a 
shadow passed over his countenance ; then bis pale com- 
prised lips quivered, and he turned away to conceal the 
tears that stood in bis eyes. 

But Hortense had seen them, and in her heart she 
preserved the remembrance of these tears aa the most 
precious gem of her departed fortune. As the emperor 
then turned to her to bid her adieu in bis former cold 
and immovable manner, Hortense, who well knew that a 
volcano of torments must be glowing under this cold 
lava, entreated him to grant her a last favor. 

A punfol smile illumined the emperor's countenance 
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for & moment There was, it seemed, still something 
that he could grant ; he was not altogether powerless t 
With a mnte inclination of the head he signified his as- 
sent Horteaee handed him a broad black belt 

" Sire," said she, "wear this belt aronnd yonr body 
and beneath jonr clothing. Conceal it oarefnlly, but in 
the time of neceaeit; remember it and open it" 

The emperor took the belt in his hand, and its weight 
startled him. 

" What does it contain ? " asked he : "I must know 
what it contains I " 

" Sire," said Hortense, blnshing and hesitating : " Sire, 
it is laj large diamond necklace that I have taken apart 
and sewed in this belt. Yonr majeaty may need money 
in a critical moment, and yon will not deny me thia last 
happiness, yoar acceptance of this token." 

The emperor refneed, but Hortense entreated him so 
earnestly that he was at last compelled to yield, and accept 
this love-offering. 

They then took a hasty and mute leave of each other, 
and Hortense, in order to hide her tears, hastened with 
her children from the room. 

The emperor summoned a servant, and ordered that 
no one else should be admitted ; but at this moment the 
door was hastily thrown open, and a national guard en- 
tered the room. 

" Talma ! " exclaimed the emperor, almost gayly, as 
he extended his hand. 

"Yes, Talma, sire," etud he, pressing the «np«or's 
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}uuid to hie lips. *' I di^;nised tnyBelf in this drem, in 
order that I might get here to take leave of your 
majeety." 

" To take leave, never to see each other more," eaid 
the emperor, sadly, " I shall never be able to admire 
yon in yonr great rdles again, Talma. I am aboat to de- 
part, never to retnm again. You will play the emperor 
on many an evening, bnt not I, Talma 1 My part is at 
an end 1 " 

" No, aire, you vpill always remain the emperor ! " ex- 
claimed Talma, with generous enthusiasm ; " the emperor, 
although without the crown and the purple robe." 

" And also the emperor without a people," eaid Na- 
poleon. 

" Sire, you have a people that will ever remain yours, 
and a throne that is imperishable I It ie the throne that 
you have erected for yourself on the battle-fields, that 
will be recorded in the books of history. And every one, 
no matter to what nation he ,may belong, who reads of 
your great deeds, will be inspired by them, and will ac- 
knowledge himself to be one of your people, and bow 
down before the emperor in reverence." 

" I have no people," mnrmnred Napoleon, gloomily; 
" they have all deserted — all betrayed me, Tahna I " 

"Sire, they will some day regret, as Alexander of Rub- 
sia will also one day regret, having deserted the great man 
he once called brother I " And, in his, delicate and gen- 
erous endeavor to remind Napoleon of one of his mo- 
ments of graodenr. Talma eontiuned : ^ Tour majertf 
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perlispa remembers that evening at Tikit, when the Em- 
peror of Knseia made yon so tender a declaration of his 
love, pnbhdy and before the whole world i But no, yon 
cannot remember it ; for yon it was a matter of no mo- 
ment ; bat I — I shall never forget it 1 It was at the the- 
atre ; we were playing ' (Edlpus.' I looked up at the box 
in which yonr majesty sat, between the King of Pmssia 
and the Emperor Alexander. I conld see yon only — the 
second Alexander of Macedon, the second Jnlins Caesar 
— and I held my arms aloft and saw yon only when I re- 
peated the words of my part : ' The friendship of a great 
man is a gift of the gods 1 ' And as I said this, the Em- 
■ peror Alexander arose and pressed yon to his heart. I 
saw this, and tears choked my utterance. The audience 
applauded rapturously ; this applause was, however, not 
for me, but for the Emperor Alexander t " * 

While Talma was speaking, his cheeks glowing and 
bis ey^ flashing, a rosy hue suffused the emperor's coun- 
tenance, and, for an instant, he smiled. Talma had at- 
tained his object ; he had raised up the humiliated em- 
peror with the recital of his own grandeur. 

Hapoleon thanked him with a kindly glance, and ex- 
tended his hand to bid him adieu. 

As Talma approached the emperor, a carriage was 
heard driving np in front of the house. It was Letitia^ 
the emperor's mother, who had come to take leave of her 
son. Talma stood still, in breathless suspense ; in his 

• This scene is entirely historical. See Boasnet, U^nioires; BoUT- 
rianne, Himoins ; Cochelet uid line Femme de Qnalit^ 
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heart he thanked Providence for permitting him to wit- 
ness this leave-taking. 

" Madame mere " walked past Talma in silence, and 
without observing him. She saw only her son, who 
stood in the middle of the room, Mb sombre and flashing 
glance fastened on her with an unutterable expression. 
Now they-stood face to face, mother and eon. The em- 
peror's countenance remained immovable aa though hewn 
out of marble. 

They stood face to face in silence, bnt two great tears 
slowly trickled down the mother's cheeks. Talma stood 
in the background, weeping bitterly. Napoleon remained 
unmoved. Letitia now raised both handa and extended 
them to the emperor, " Adieu, my eon ! " said she, in 
full and sonorous tones. 

Napoleon pressed her hands in his own, and gazed at 
her long and fixedly ; and then, with the same firmness, 
be said : " My mother, adieu t " 

Once more they gazed at each other ; then the em- 
peror let her hand fall. Letitia turned to go, and at this 
moment Gieneral Bertrand appeared at the door to an- 
nounce that all was prepared for the journey.* 

* This iesTe-taking was exactly as above desoribod, and Talma 
bimwlf narrated it to Looue de Cochelet. See her MSmoires, toL iii., 
p. 178. 
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BOOK IV". 
TEE DUCHESS OF ST. LEU.. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE BAM8EUENT OF THE DUCHESS OF BT. LKC. 

Fob the second tune, the Bourbons had entered Paris 
under the protection of the allies, and Louie XVIII. was 
once more King of France. But this time he did not 
return with hie former mild and conciliatory disposition. 
He came 'to punish and to reward; he came unaccom- 
panied by mercy. The old generals and marshals of the 
empire, who had not been able to resist tlieir chieftain's 
call, were now banished, degraded, or executed. Nej 
and Lab^doy^re paid for their fideUty to the emperol 
with their blood ; and all who were in any way connected 
with the Bonapartes were relentlessly pursued. The cal- 
umnies that had been circulated in 181i against the 
Duchess of St. Leu were now to bear bitter fruit. These 
were the dragon's teeth from which the armed warriors 
had sprung, who now levelled their swords at the breast 
of a defenceless woman. 

King Louis had returned to the throne of his fathera, 
ogle 
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but he bad not forgotten that he had been told oq Lii 
flight : " The Duchees of St. Lea is to blame for all ! 
Her intrigues have brought Kapoleon back I " Now tJiat 
he was again kiDg, he thought of it, and determined to 
punish her. He requested it of Alexander, as a favor, 
that he should this time not call on the Duchess of St 
Leu. 

The emperor, dismayed by the odious reports in cir- 
culation joueemiug Hortense, and already enob^ned in 
the mystic glittering web with which Madame de Krii- 
dener bad enveloped him, and separated from the reality 
of the world, acceded to the wishes of the BourbonB, and 
abandoned the queen. Tliis was the signal that let loose 
the general wrath of the royalists ; they could now freely 
utter their scorn and malice. By low calumnies they 
could now compensate themselves for their humiliation 
of the past, for having been compelled to approach the 
daughter of Viscountess de Beauhamais with the rever- 
ence due to a queen. 

They could pursue the step-daughter of the emperor 
with boundless fury, for this very fury proved their roy- 
alism, and to hate and calumniate Bonaparte and his 
family was to love and flatter the Bourbons. 

Day by day these royalists hurled new accusations 
against the duchess, whose presence in Paris unpleasantly 
recalled the days of the empire, and whom they desired to 
remove from their sight, as well as the column on the 
Place Yenddme. 

While the poor queen was living in the retirement of 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOt^le 



294 QUEEN EORTENSE. 

her apartmenta, in eadnesB and deeolatjon, the report was 
circnlated that ehe woe again conapiring, and that she waa 
in' the habit of leaving her house every evening at twi- 
light, in order to incite the populace to rise and demand 
the emperor's retom, or at least the instalment of the 
Htde King of Home on the throne instead of Louis de 
Bourbon. . 

When the queen's faithful companion, Louise de 
Cochelet, informed her of these calumnies, HorteoBe re- 
mained cold aad indifferent. 

" Madame," exclaimed Louise, " you listen with as 
much composure ae if I were reciting a Btory of the last 
century 1 " 

"And it interests me as little," said Hortense, ear- 
nestly ; " we have lost all, and I consider any blow that 
may still strike us, with the composure of an indifferent 
spectator. I consider it natural that they should endeavor 
to caluminate me, because I bear a name that has made 
the whole world tremble, and that will still be great, 
though we all be trodden in the dust. But I will shield 
myself and children from this hatred. We will leave 
France and go to Switzerland, where I possess a little es- 
tate on the Lake of Geneva." 

But time was not allowed the duchess to prepare for 
her departure. The dogs of calumny and hatred were 
let loose apon her to drive her from the city. A defence- 
lees woman with two young diildren seemed to be an ob- 
ject of anxiety and terror to the government, and it made 
baste to get rid of her. 
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On the morniDg of the 17Hi of July, an adjutant of 
the Prussian General de Mitffling, the allied command^t 
of Paris, came to the dwelling of the Duchess of St. Leu, 
and informed her intendant, M. Deveanx, that the dnchese 
must leave Paris within two hours, and it was .only at the 
urgent solicitation of the intendant, that a further Eojonm 
of four hours was allowed her. 

Hortense was compelled to conform to this military 
command, and depart without arranging her afiairs or 
making any preparations for her jonmey. Her only pos- 
session consisted of jewelry, and this she of course in- 
tended to 'take with her. But she was warned that a 
troop of enraged Bourbonists, who knew of her approach- 
ing departure, had quitted Paris to lie in wait for her on 
her road, " in order to rob her of the millions in her cus- 
tody." 

The queen was warned to take no money or articles of 
value with her, but only that which was absolutely neces- 
sary. 

General de Miiffling ofEered her an escort of his sol- 
diers ; Hortense declined this offer, but requested that an 
Austrian officer might be allowed to accompany her for 
the protection of herself tmd children on the journey. 
Count de Boyna, adjutant of Prince Schwartzenberg, was 
selected for this purpose. 

On the evening of the 17th of July, 1815, the Duch- 
ess of St. Leu took her departure. She left her faithful 
friend Louise de Cochelet in Paris to arrange her afEairs, 
and assure the safe-keeping of her jewelry. Accompanied 
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only by her equerry, M. de Marmold, Count Boyna, her 
(^dren, her maid, and a man-aerrant, she who had been 
a qaeea left Farifi to go into exile. 

It was a Borrowfnl journey that Hortense now made 
through her beloved France, that ehe could no longer call 
her eoontry, and that now aeemed as Ul-dispoeed toward 
the emperor aud his family as It had once passionately 
loved them. 

In theee days of poUtical peraecution, the BonapartiBta 
had everywhere hidden themeelvee in obecnre places, or 
concealed their real disposition beneath the mask of Boor- 
boniam. Those whom Hortense met on her journey were 
therefore all royalists, who thought they could give no 
better testimony to their patriotism than by persecuting 
with cries of scorn, with gestures of hatred, and with lond 
curses, the woman whose only crime was that she bore tho 
name of him whom France had once adored, and whom 
the royalists hated. 

Count Boyna was more than once compelled to pro- 
tect Hortense and her children against the furious attacks 
of royalists — the stranger agf^ust her own countrymen 1 
In Dijon, Count Boyna had found it necessary to call on 
the Austrian military stationed there for assistance in 
protecting the duchess and her children from the attacks 
of an infuriated crowd, led by royal guards and beautiful 
ladies of rank, whose hair was adorned with the lilies of 
Hie Bourbons.* 

Dispirited and broken down by all she had seen and 
' Cocbelet, toL iiL, p. 260. _. 
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experienced, Hortense at last reached Geneva, happy at 
the prospect of being able to retire to her little estate of 
Pregny, to repose after the storms of life. But this ref- 
nge was also to be refused her. The French ambassador 
in Switzerland, who resided in Greneva, informed the 
anthorities of that city that his government would not 
tolerate the queen's sojourn bo near the French bound- 
ary, and demanded that she should depart The au- 
thorities of Geneva comphed with this demand, and 
ordered the Duchess of St. Leu to leave the city im- 
mediately. 

When Count Boyna imparted this intelligence to the 
duchess, and asked her to ^vhat place she would now go, 
her long-repressed despair found utterance in a single 
cry : " I know not. Throw mo into the lake, then we 
diall all be at rest I " 

But she Boon recovered her usual proud resignation, 
and quietly submitted to the new banishment that drove 
her from her last possession, the charming little Fregny, 
from her " r5w de chalet" 

In Aix she finally found repose and peace for a few 
weeks — in Aix, where she had once celebrated brilliant 
triumphs as a queen, and where she was at least permitted 
to live in retirement with her children and a few faithful 
adherents. 

But in Aix tbe most fearful blow that Fate had in 
store for her fell upon her I 

Her action against her husband had already been de- 
cided in 1814, shortly before the emperor's return, and it 
80 
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had been adjudged that she should dehver her eldw eon, 
Napoleon Louis, into the custody of his father. Now 
that Napoleon's will no longer restrained him, Louis de- 
manded that this judgment be carried out, and sent Baron 
von Zuyten to Aii to bring back the prince to his father, 
then residing in Florence. 

The unhappy mother was now powerless to resist this 
hard command ; she was compelled to yield, and send her 
son from her arms to a father who was a stranger to the 
boy, and whom he therefore could not love. 

It was a heart-rending scene this parting between the 
boy, hie mother, and hie young brother Louie, from whom 
he had never before been separated for a day, fmd who 
now threw his arms around his neck, tearfolly entreating 
him to stay with him. 

But the separation was inevitable. Hortenee parted 
the two weeping children, taking little Louis Napoleon 
in her arms, while Napoleon Lotus followed his governor 
to the carriage, sobbing as though his heart would break. 
When Hortense heard the carriage driving off, she ut- 
tered a cry of anguish and fell to the ground in a swoon, 
and a long and painful attack of illness was the conse- 
quence of this sorrowful separation. 
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CHAPTER n. 

lOVia NAPOLEON Afl A CHILD. 

Thb Duchess of St. Leu was, bowever, not destined 
to find repose in Aix ; the Bourbons — not yet weaiy of 
persecuting her, and still fearing the name whose first 
and greatest representative was now langaishing on a 
"solitary, inhospitable rock-island — the Bourbons con- 
sidered it dangerous that Hortense, the emperor's step- 
daughter, and her eon, whose name of Louis Napoleon 
seemed to them a living monument of the past, should 
be permitted to sojourn so near the French boundary. 
They therefore instructed their ambassador to the govern- 
ment of Savoy to protest against the further sojourn of 
the queen in Aix, and Hortense was compelled to nnder- 
t&ke a new pilgrimage, and to start out into the world 
again in search of a home. 

She first turned to Baden, whose duchess, Stephanie, 
was BO nearly related to her, and from wbose husband 
she might therefore well expect a kindly reception. But 
the grand-duke did not jnstify his coudn's hopes ; he had 
not the courage to defy the jealous fears of France, and 
it was only at the earnest sohcitation of his wife that he 
at last consented that Hortense" should take up her resi- 
dence at the extreme end of the grand-duchy, at Con- 
stance, on the Lake of Constance ; and this permisaon 
was only accorded her on the express condition that 
neither the duchess nor her son should ever come to 
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Carleruhe, and that hiB wife, Stephanie, ehonld never 
visit her cousin at Constance. 

Hortense accepted this offer with its conditions, con- 
tented to £nd a place where she conld rest after her long 
wanderings, and let the bleeding wounds of her heart 
heal in the BtUlnees and peace of beantifiil natnral scen- 
ery. She passed a few quiet, happy years in Constance, 
desiring and demanding nothing but a little rest and 
peace, aspiring to but one thing — to make of the son, 
whom Providence had given ber as a compensation for 
all her eufierings, a strong, a resolute, and an intelligent 
man. 

Her most tender care and closest attention were de- 
voted to the education of this son. An excellent teacher, 
Prof. Lebae, of Paris, officiated as inBtructor to the young 
prince. She herself gave him instruction in drawing, in 
music, and in dancing; she read with him, sang with 
him, and made herself a child, in order to replace to 
her lonely boy the playmate Fat© had torn from his 
side. 

While reposing on her chai8e4onffue on the long 
qniet evenings, her boy seated on a cushion at her feet, 
she would speak to him of his great uncle, and of his 
heroic deeds, and of his country, of France that had dis- 
carded them, to be able to return to which was, however, 
her moBt ardent wish, and would continue to be while 
life lasted. She would then inspire the boy's soul wifii the 
description of the great battles which hie uncle had wtm 
in Italy, on the NUe, on the Bhine, and on the Danube ; 
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and the quiet, pale boy, with the dark, thougbtfid ejee, 
would liBten in breathless suepenBe, hie weak, slender 
body quivering with emotion when his mother told him 
how dearly Ms onele had loved France, and that all his 
great and glorious deeds had been done for the honor and 
renown of France alone. 

One day, while he was sitting before her, pale and 
trembling with agitation, his mother pointed to David's 
splendid painting, representing Napoleon on the heights 
of the Alps, the genial conception of which painting is 
due to Napoleon's own suggestions. 

" Paint me tranquilly seated on a wild horse," Napo- 
' leon had eaid to David, and David had so painted him — 
on a rearing eteed, on the summit of a rock which bears 
the inscription " Hannibal " and " Caesar." The em- 
peror's countenance is calm, his large eyes full of a mys- 
tenons brilliancy, his hair fluttering in the wind, the 
whole expression thoughtful and earnest ; the rider 
heedless of the rearing steed, which he holds firmly in 
check with the reins. 

A beantifnl copy of this great painting hung in the 
parlor of the duchess ; and to this she now pointed while 
narrating the history of the emperor's passage over the 
Great St. Bernard with an army, a feat never before per- 
formed except by Hannibal and Csesar, and perhaps never 
to be performed again. 

As she conclnded her narrative, an almost angry ex- 
pression flitted across the young prince's countenance. 
Biaing from his seat, and holding himself perfectly erec^ 



803 QtTEBN HOBTENSK 

he exckimed : " Oh, mamma, I shaU also crosa the Alps 
some day, ae the emperor did I " 

And while thiiB speaking, a glowing color anffnsed 
hit) face ; his hps trembled, and the feveriBh beating of 
hia heart was quite andible. 

Hortense turned in some anxiety to her friend Louise 
de Cochelet, and begged her in a low voice to soothe 
the child with the recital of some merry narrative. As 
Louise looked around the room thonghtfoUy and search- 
ingly, a cnp that stood on the mantel-piece arrested her 
gaze. She hastened to the mantel, took the cup, and 
returned with it to little Louis Napoleon. 

" Mamma has been explaining a very grave picture 
to yon, Louis," eaid she; "I will now show you a merry 
one. Look at it — isn't it charming J " 

The prince cast a hasty, absent-minded look at the 
cup, and nodded gravely. Louise laughed gayly. 

" You see, Louis," said she, " that this is the exact 
counterpart of the picture of the Emperor Kapoleon, 
who, while riding over the Alps, encounters on their 
summit the great spirits of Hannibal and Osesar. Here 
Is a little Napoleon, who is not climbing ap the Alps, 
but climbiug down from his bed, and who, on this occa- 
sion, meets a black spirit, in the person of a chimney- 
sweep. This is the history of the great and of the little 
Napoleon ; the great meets Hannibal, the little the chim- 
ney-sweep." 

" Am I the little Napoleon ? " asked the boy, gravely. 

" Yes, Louis, you are, and I will now tell yon the 
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story of thifl cnp. One day, when we were all fitiU in 
Paris, and while your great ancle was still Emperor of 
France — one day, you met in your room a little Savoy- 
ard, who had just crept out of the chimney in hie black 
drese, his black broom in his hand. Tou cried out with 
horror, and were about to ran away, but I held you bade 
and told you that these chimney-sweeps were poor boys, 
and that their pareuts were so poor that they could not 
support their children, but were compelled to send them 
to Paris to earn their bread by creeping into and clean- 
ing our hot and dirty chimneys, with great trouble, and 
at the riek of their lives. My etory touched you, and 
yon promised me never to be afraid of the little chimney- 
sweeps again. A short time afterward, you were awak- 
ened early in the morning by a strange noise, your broth- 
er still lay asleep at yonr side, and your nurse was absent 
from the room. This noise was made by a chimney- 
sweep who had just come down the chimney and now 
stood in your room. As soon as you saw him, you re- 
membered his poverty, jumped out of bed in yonr nights 
clothes, and ran to the chair on which your clothes lay. 
Ton toot out of your pocket the purse you were com- 
pelled to carry with yon on yonr walks to give money t» 
the poor, and you emptied its entire contents into the 
black, sooty hand of the young Savoyard. You then 
tried to get back to bed, but it was too high for yon; 
yon could not climb over the railing. Seeing this, the 
chimney-sweep came to your assistance, and took the 
little prince in his arms to help him into bed.^At thui 
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moment, ^our nurse entfired the room, and yonr brother, 
who had jnet awakened, cried loudly when he saw Lotiia 
in the arms of a chimney-Bweep. 

" Thia is the story of little Napoleon and the chim- 
ney-sweep ! Your grandmother, the Empreae Josephine, 
was so much pleased with this story, that your mother 
had the sceDe painted on a cnp, and presented it to the 
empress, in order to afEord her a gratification. And what 
do you think, Louis — this cup was also the cause of a 
pnnislunent being remitted your cousin, the King of 
Rome, who now Hvee in Vienna ! " 

" Tell me all about it, Louise," said the prince, smiling. 

" You shall hear it ! Your mother had instructed me 
to take the cup to Malmaison to the empress. But be- 
fore going, I endeavored to obtain some news about 
the little King of Eome for the empress. Your good 
grandmother loved liim as though he had been her own 
child, although she had never seen him. I therefore 
went to the Tuileries to see the little King of Home, 
with whose governess, lladame de Montesquieu, I was 
intimately acquainted. On entering the apartment, I 
saw the king cowering behind a chair in a corner of the 
room ; Madame de Montesquieu intimated by a look that 
he was undergoing a punishment ; I understood it, and 
first conversed with his governess for a short time. 
"When I then turned and approached him, he concealed 
the tearful, flushed face, that liis long blond curls covered 
as with a golden veil, whenever he moved behind the 
chair. 

D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 
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" ' Sire,' said Madame de Monteeqnien to him, ' sire, 
do yon not intend to bid Mademoiselle de Coclielet good- 
morning ! She came here expressly to see yon.' 

" ' Tonr majesty does not recognize me,' said I, at- 
tempting to take his small hand in mina He tore it 
from me, and cried in a voice almost choked with sob- 
bing : ' She will not let me look at tho soldiers of my papa ! ' 

"Madzme de Montesquiea told me that it was the 
little prince's greatest pleasure to see the GJuards exercis- 
ing on the Place de Caivousel, bat that she had derived 
him of this pleasnre to-day, because he had been nanghty 
and disobedient; that, when he heard the music and 
drmns, hie despair and anger had become eo great that 
she had been forced to resort to severe means, and make 
him stand in the comer behind a chair. I be^ed for 
the yonng king's pardon; I showed him the cap, and 
explained the scene that was painted on it. The king 
langhed, and Madame de Montesquieu pardoned him for 
the sake of his little cousin, Louis Napoleon, who was so 
well behaved, and who was always held up to him as a 
model.* Now you have heard the whole story, are yon 
pleased with it, Louis I " 

" I like it very much," said the grave boy, " but I do 
not like my cousin's governess, for having intended to 
prevent him from looking at his father's soldiers. Oh, 
how handsome they must have been, the soldiers of the 
emperor ! Mamma, I wish I were also an emperor, and 
had ever so many handsome soldiers." 

•0««hrfet,ToLL,p.»li. „,GoOc^le 
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Hortense smiled sadly, and laid her hand on the boy's 
head as if to blees him. " Oh, my son," said she, " it is 
DO enyiable fortune to wear a crown. It is almost al- 
ways fastened on oar head with thorns I " 

From this day on, Prince Lonis Napoleon wonld 
stand before his uncle's portrait, lost in thought, and, 
after looking at it to his satisfaction, he wonld run out 
and call the boys of the neighborhood together, in order 
to play soldier and emperor with them in the large gar- 
den that sniTomided his mother's house, and teach the 
boys the first exercise. 

One day, in the zeal of play, he had entirely forgotten 
his mother's command, not to go oat of the garden, and 
had marched into the open field with his soldiers. When 
his absence from the garden was noticed, all the servants 
were sent out to look for him, and the anxious dnchess, 
together with her ladies, assisted in this search, walking 
about in every direction throngh the cold and the slush 
of the thawing snow. Suddenly they came upon the 
boy barefooted and in his shirt-sleeTes, wading toward 
them throngh the mnd and snow. He was alarmed and 
confnsed at this unexpected meeting, uid confessed that 
a moment before, while he had been playing in front of 
the garden, a family had passed by bo poor and ragged 
that it was painful to look at them. As he had no 
money to give them, he had put his dioes on one child, 
and his coat on another.* 

The duchess did not have the courage to scold him *, 
• Coohelet, toL it., p. 80S. 
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Elbe stooped down and kiBsed her eon ; bat when her ladies 
conunenced to praise him, ahe motioiied to them to be 
eilent, and said in a load voice that what her son had 
done waa quite a matter of course, and therefore deserved 
no praise. 

An ardent desire to gladden others and make them 
presents was cbaracteriHtic of bttle Louis Napoleon. One 
day, Hortense bad given him three beautiful stnde for his 
shirt, and on the same day the prince transferred them to 
one of his friends who admired them. 

When Hortense reproached her eon for doing bo, and 
threatened to make hi m no more presents, as he always 
gave them away again directly, Lonie Napoleon replied, 
" Ah, mamma, this is why yonr presents give me double 
pleasure — once when yon gire them to me, and the sec- 
ond time when I make others happy with than." * 



CHAPTER m. 

THE BEVOLOnOH OF 1880. 

Fatb seemed at last weary of persecnting tiie poor 
Duchess of St. Lea. It at least accorded her a few peace- 
ful years of repose and comfort ; it at least permitted her 
to rest from the weariness of Ae past on the bosom of 
Nature, and to forget her disappointments and sorrows. 
The Canton of Thni^u had had the courage to extend 
* Coolidet, ToL i, p. 866. 
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pemuBsion to the dachess to take up her reeideDce within 
ite borders, at the very momeat when the Grand-doke of 
Baden, who had been ui^ed to the step by Oennany and 
France, bad peremptorily ordered Horteofie to leave Ckin- 
stance and his grand-dnchy without delay. 

HortenBe had thankfally accepted the ofier of the 
SwiflB canton, and had porchased, on the Swiss side of the 
lake of Constance, an estate, whose beantif ol eitnation on 
the snnuuit of a monntain, immediately on the banks of 
the lake, with its magnificent view of the surrounding 
cooutry, and ita ghttering glaciers on the distant horizon, 
made it a most delightfnl place of sojourn. Hortense 
now caused the famitare of her dweUing in Paris, that 
had been sold, to be sent to her. The sight of these evi- 
dences of her former grandeur awakened sweet and bitter 
emotions in her heart, as they were one after another 
taken out of the cases in which they had been packed — 
these sofas, chairs, divans, carpets, chandeliers, mirrors, 
and all the other ornaments of the parlors in which Hor- 
tense bad been accustomed to receive kings and emperors, 
and which were now to adorn the Swiss villa that was 
outwardly so beautiful becanse of the vicinity, and in- 
wardly so plain and simple. 

But Hortense knew how to make an elegant and taste- 
ful disposition of all these articles ; she herself arranged 
every thing in her honee, and took true feminine delight 
in her task. And when all was at last arranged — when 
she walked, with her son at her side, through the suite of 
rooms, in which every ornament and piece of fumibira 
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reminded her of the past — when these things recalled the 
proud days of state vhen so many friends, relatiTes, and 
servants, had Bnrroanded her — a feeling of nnatterable 
loDelineBs, of painful desolation, came over her, and she 
sank down on a sofa and wept bitterly. But there was 
uevertlieless a eonsolation in having these &miliar articles 
in her possession once more ; these mnte friends often 
awakened in the solitAry queen's heart memories that 
served to entertain and console her. Arenenberg was a 
perfect temple of memory ; every chur, every table, 
every article of fnmittire, had its history, and this his- 
tory spoke of iN'apoleon, of Josephine, and the great da^ 
of the empire. 

In Arenenberg Hortense had at last foimd a perma- 
nent home, and there she passed the greater part of the 
year ; and it was only when the aatnmnal storms b^;an 
to howl through her open and lightly-constructed villa, 
that Hortense repaired to Eome, to pass the winter 
months in a more genial climate, while her son Lonis 
Kapoleon was pursuing his studies at the artillery school 
at Thnn. 

And thns the years passed on, quiet and peaceful, 
though sometimes intermpted by Hew losses and sorrows. 
In the year 1821 the hero, the emperor, to whose laurel- 
crown the halo of a martyr had now also been added, died 
on the island-rock, St Helena. 

In die year 1824 Hortense lost her only brother, Eu- 
gene, the Duke of Leuchtenberg. 

The only objects of Hortense's love were now har 
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two BOBS, who were prospering in mind and body, and 
were the pride and joy of their mother, and an object of 
annoyance and eoepicion to all the princes of Europe. 
For these children bore in their conntenance, in their 
name, and in their disposition, too plain an impress of 
the great past, which they could never entirely ignore 
while Bonaparte stiU lired to testify to it. 

And they lived and prospered in spite of the Sonr- 
bons ; they lived and prospered, although banished from 
their country, and compelled to lead an inactive life. 

Bnt at laat it seemed as though the hoar of fortune 
and freedom had come for these Bonapartes — as though 
they, too, were to be permitted to have a country to which 
they might give their devotion and services. 

The thundering voice of the revolution of 1830 re- 
sounded throughout trembling Europe. France, on whom 
the allies had imposed the Bourbons, arose and shook its 
mane ; with its lion's paw it overthrew the Boorbon 
throne, drove out the Jesnits who had stood behind it, 
and whom Charles X. had advised to tear the charter to 
pieces, to destroy the freedom of the press, and to rein- 
troduce the miioa dafe of the olden time. 

France bad been treats as a child in 1815, and was 
now determined to assert its manhood; it resolved to 
break entirely with the past, and with its own strength 
to build up a future for itself. 

The lilies of the Bourbons were to bloom no more ; 
these last years of fanatical Jesnit tyranny bad deprived 
them of life, and France tore the faded lily from her 
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bosom in on3er to replace it with a jonng and vigorous 
plant The throne of the Boarbom wae overthrown, bat 
the people, shuddering at the recollection of &e eangni- 
narj republic, selected a king in pi-eference. It stretched 
out ita hand after him it held dearest ; after him who in 
the past few years had succeeded in winning the sym- 
pathy of France. It selected the Duke of Orleans, the 
son of Philippe £galit6, for.its king. 

Louis Philippe, the enthusiastic republican of 1790, 
who at that time had caused the three words " LihertS, 
£!galiie, FratemUe^' and the inscription " Yvoe la R6- 
jmbUque," to be burnt on his arm, in order to prove his 
republicanism ; the proscribed Louis Philippe, who had 
wandered through Europe a fugitive, earning his bread 
by teaching writing and languages — the same Louis 
Philippe now became King of France. 

The people called him to the throne ; they tore the 
white flag from the roof of the Tuileries, but they knew 
no other or better one with which to replace it than the 
iricolore of the empire. 

Under the shadow of this iricohre Louis Philippe 
mounted the throne, and the people — to whom the three 
colors recalled the glorious era of the empire— the people 
shouted with delight, and in order to indulge their sym- 
pathies they demanded for France — not fiie son of Na- 
poleon, not Kapoleon 11. — but the ashes of Napoleon, 
and the emperor's statue on the Palace Yend6me. Louis 
Philippe accorded them both, but with these concessions 
he thought he had done enough. He had accepted the 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOgle 
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Uri«^are of the empire ; be lisd promised that the em- 
peror shonld vratch over Paris from the eninmit ol the 
VeDd6me momunent, and to caoBe his ashes to be brought 
to Paris — ^these were snfBcieiit proofs of love. 

They might be accorded the dead Napoleon -without 
danger, btit it would be worse to accord them to living 
Napoleons ; sncH a course might eaeily shake the new 
throne, and recall the allies to Paris. 

The hatred of the princes of Europe against Napo- 
leon was Btiil continued against his family, and it was 
with them, as Hetternich said, " a principle never to 
tolerate another Napoleon on the throne." 

The European powers had signified to the King of 
France, through their diplomatic agents, their readiness to 
acknowledge him, bat they exacted one condition — the 
condition that Louis Philippe should confirm or renew 
the decree of exile fulminated by the Boorbons against 
the Bonapartes. 

Lonis Philippe had accepted this condition ; and the 
Bonapartes, whose only crime was that they were the 
brothers and relatives of the deceased emperor, before 
whom not only Prance, but all the princes of Europe 
had once bent the knee — the Bonapartes were once more 
declared strangere to their country, and condenmed to 
eiilet 
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CHAPTER lY. 

THS KETOLUnOH IN SOME, AND THE SONS OF 

It was a terrible blow to Hie Bonapartee, this new 
decree of banishment! Like a stroke of lightning it 
entered tbeir hearte, annihilating their holieet hopes sad 
most ardent desires, and their joy over the glorious and 
heroic revolution of July gave place to a bitter sense of 
disappointment. 

Nothing, therefore, remained for them but to con* 
tinue the life to which they had become somewhat ao- 
ou£tomed, and to console themselves, for their new dis- 
appointment, with the arts and sciences. 

At the end of October, in the year 1830, Hortense 
determined to leave Arenenbei^ and go to Bome with 
her son, as she was in the habit of doing every year. 

Bat this time she first went to Florence, where her 
elder son, Napoleon Louis, recently naairied to his cousin, 
the second daughter of £ing Joseph, was now living 
with his yonng wife. The heart of the tender mother 
was filled with anxiety and care ; she felt and saw that 
this new French Bevolution was likely to infect all En- 
rope, and that Italy, above all, would be unable to avoid 
this infection. Italy was diseased to the core, and it was 
to be feared that it would grasp at desperate means in 
its agony, and proceed to the blood-letting of a revolu- 
tion, in order to restore itself to health. Hortense felt 
this, and feared for her sons. 

21 D,gn,-.rihyGOOt^le 
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She feared that the exiled, the liomeless ones, who 
had been driven from their country, and were not per- 
mitted to aerve it, wonld devote their services to those 
who were unhappy and who -suffered like themselves. 
She feared the enthusiasm, the generous courage, the 
energy of her sons, and she knew that, if a revolution 
should break out in Italy, it wonld gladly adorn itself 
with the name of Napoleon. 

Hortense, therefore, conjured her sons to hold them- 
selves aloof from all dangerous undertakings, and not to 
follow those who might appeal to them with the old 
word of magic jwwer, " liberty j" that, in spite of the 
tears and blood it has already caused mankind, can never 
lose its wondrous power. 

Her two sons promised compliance; and, much re- 
hoved, Hortense left Florence, and went, with her yonng- 
er son, Louis Napoleon, to Kome. 

But Borne, otherwise bo aristocratic and solemn, as- 
sumed an unusual, an entirely new, physiognomy this 
winter, In society the topics of conversation were no 
longer art and poetry, the Pantheon and St. Peter, or 
what the newest amusement should be ; but politics and 
the French Revolution were the all-engrossing topics, 
and the populace listened anxiously for the signal that 
should announce that the revolution in Italy had at last 
begun. 

Even the populace of Rome, usually addicted to lying 
so harmlessly in the sunshine, now assembled in dense 
groups on the streets, and strange words were heard 
kQoo^\c 



THE REVOLtlTION IN ROME. 815 

when the police cautiouelj approached these gronps for 
the purpose of listening. But they now lacked the cour- 
age to arrest those who uttered thoee words ; they felt 
that BQch a provocation might suffice to tear away the 
veil behind which the revolution still concealed itself. 

The whole energy and watchfulness of the Roman 
government was therefore employed in endeavoring to 
avert the revolution, if possible ; not, however, by remov- 
ing the cause and occasion, but by depriving the people 
of the means. The son of Hortense, Louis Napoleon, 
seemed to the government a means which the revolution 
might use for its purposes, and it was therefore deter- 
mined that he should be removed. 

His name, and even the three-colored saddle-blanket 
of his horse, with which he rode through the streets of 
Kome, were exciting to the populace, in whose veins the 
fever of revolution was already throbbing. Louis Na. 
poleon most therefore be removed. 

The Governor of Rome first addressed the prince's 
great-uncle, Cardinal Fesch, requesting him to advise the 
Duchess of St. Leu to remove the young prince from 
Rome for a few weeks. 

But the cardinal indignantly declared that his nephew, 
who had done nothing, should not be compelled to leave 
Rome merely on account of his name and his saddle- 
blanket, and that be would never advise the Duchess of 
St Leu to do anything of the kind. 

The Roman government therefore determined to 
adopt energetic means. It caused the dwelling of the 
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duehees to be BnrrooDded by soldiers, while a papal officer 
presented bimBelf before Hortense, and aunoanced that 
he had received orders to remove Prince Lonis from the 
city at once, and to conduct him withont tiie papal terri- 
tory. 

Tho fear of approaching evil caused the govemroent 
to forget the respect dne to nobOity in misf ortune, and 
the emperor's nephew was tamed out of the city like a 
criminal ! 

Hortense received this intelligence almost with joy. 
Far from Rome, it seemed to her that he would be safer 
from the revolution, whose approach she so mnch dread- 
ed ; and it therefore afforded her great satisfactioD to send 
the prince to Florence, to his father, believing that he 
would there be shielded from the dangerous political 
calumnies that threatened him in Kome. She therefore 
permitted him to depart ; and how could she have pre- 
vented his departure — she, the lone, powerlees womui, to 
whom not even the French ambassador would have ac- 
corded protection ! No one interceded for her — no one 
protested against the violent and brutal course pursued 
toward Louis Napoleon — no one, except the Russian am- 
bassador. 

The Emperor of Bnssia was tlie only one of aU the 
sovereigns of Europe who felt himself strong enough not 
to ignore the name of Napoleon, and the consideration 
due to the family of a hero and of an emperor. 

The Emperor of Russia had, therefore, never refnsed 
bis protection and asEiEtance to the Bonapartes, and hia 
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ambassador waa now the only one who protested against 
the violent conree taken bj the Koman goTemment. 

The revolntion at last broke forth. Italy arose as 
France had done, resolved to throw ofE the yoke of tyr- 
anny and oppression, and be free I The storm firet broke 
OQt in Modena. The dnke saw bimeelf compelled to fly, 
and a provisional government under General Menotti 
placed itself in his etead. Ent, while this wae taking 
place in Modena, the popnlace of £ome waa holding high 
festival in honor of the newly-chosen Pope Gregory 
XYI., who had just taken his seat in the chair of the 
deceased Pope Pius VIII., and these festivities, and the 
Carnival, seemed to occupy the undivided attention of the 
Komans ; under the laughing mask of these rejoicings the 
revolntion hid its grave and threatening visage, and it was 
not until mm-di-graa that it laid this mask aside and 
showed its true countenance. 

The people had been accustomed to throw confection- 
ery and flowers on this day, but this time the day was to 
be made memorable by a shower of stones and bullets ; 
this time they were not to appear in the harlequin jacket, 
bat in their true form, earnest, grand, commanding, self- 
consciong, and self-asserting. 

But the government had been informed of the inten- 
tion of the conspirators to avail themselves of the drive 
to the Corso, to begin the revolution, and this procession 
was prohibited an hour before the time appointed for its 
commencement. 

The people arose against this prohibition, and the revo- 
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lation they had endeavored to repress by this means -aoyt 
broke ont. 

The thunder of caDnOD and the rattling of mofiketry 
now reeonnded through the streete of Eome, and the peo- 
pie everywhere reeisted the papal soldiery with energy 
and determination. 

The new pope trembled in the Quirinal, the old eai^ 
dinals lost conrage, and in dismay recoiled a step at every 
advancing stride of the insurgents. Gregory felt that the 
papal crown he had just achieved was already on the 
point of falling from his head, to he trodden in the dust 
by the victorious populace ; he turned to AuBtiia, and so- 
licited help and assistance. 

But young Italy, the Itdy of enthmiasm, of liberty, 
and of hope, looked to France for support. Old Italy 
had turned to Austria for help ; young Italy looked for 
assistance to the free, newly-ariaen France, in which the 
revolution had just celebrated a glorious victory. But 
France denied its Italian brother, and denied its own 
origin ; scarcely had the revolution seated itself on the 
newly-erected kingly throne and invested itself with the 
crown and purple robe, when, for its own safety, it be- 
came reactionary, and denied itself. 

With all Italy, Rome was resolved to shake ofiE the 
- yoke of oppression ; the whole people espoused this cause 
with enthusiasm ; and in the streets of Rome — at other 
times filled with priests and monks and holy processions 
— in these streets, now alive with the triumphant youth of 
Rome, resounded exultant songs of freedom. 

ih,Goot^le 
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The Btrangers, terrified bj this change, now qoitted 
the holj city in crowds, and hastened to their homee. 
Hortense desired to remain ; she knew that she bad noth- 
ing to fear from the people, for all the evil that had hith- 
erto overtaken her, had come, not from the people, but 
always from the princes only.* However, letters sud- 
denly arrived from her sons, conjuring her to leave Rome 
and announcing that they would leave Florence within 
the hour, in order to hasten forward to meet their 
mother. 

Upon reading this, Hortense cried aloud with terror 
— she, who knew and desired no other happiness on earth 
than the happiness of her children, she whose only prayer 
to God had ever been, that her children might prosper 
and that she might die before them, now felt that a fear- 
ful danger threatened her sons, and that they were now 
about to be swept into the vortex of the revolution. 

They had left Florence, and their father, and were 
now on the way to Eome, that is, on the way to the revo- 
lution that would welcome them with joy, and inscribe 
the name Napoleon on its standards ! 

But it was perhaps still time to save them ; with her 
prayers and entreaties she might still succeed in arresting 
them on the verge of the abyss into which they were 
hastening in the intoxication of their enthusiasm. As 
this thought occurred to her, Hortense felt herself strong, 
determined, and courageous ; and, on the same day on 
which she had received the letters, she left Kome, and 
• Lb Eeipe Hortenfie, p. 6S. 
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hnrried forward to meet her sons. She still hoped to be 
in time to save them ; she fancied she saw her sods in 
every approaching carriage — but in vain ! 

They had written that they wonld meet her on the 
road, bat they were not there ! 

Perhaps they had hstened to the representations of 
their father; perhaps they had remained in Florence, 
and were awaiting their mother's arrival there. 

Tormented by fear and hope, Horteaee arrived la 
Florence and drove to the dwelling in which her son 
Lonis Napoleon had resided. Her feet coald scarcely 
bear her np ; she hardly f onnd strength to inquire after 
her son — he was not there ! 

But he might be with his father, and Hortense now 
sent there for intelligence of her sons. The messenger 
returned, alone and dejected : her sons had left the city ! 

The exultant hymn of hberty had stmck on their de- 
lighted ear, and they had responded to the call of the 
revolution. 

Oeneral Menotti had appealed to them, in the name 
of Italy, to assist the cause of freedom with their name 
and with their swords, and they had neither the will nor 
the courage to disregard this appeal. 

A servant, left behind by her younger son, delivered 
to the duchess a letter from her son Lonis Napoleon, a 
last word of adieu to hie beloved mother. 

" Your love will understand us," wrote Louis Napo- 
leon. " We cannot withdraw ourselves from duties that 
devolve upon us ; the name we bear obliges ns to listen 
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to the appeal of unhappy natione. I beg you to reprcBent 
this matter to my dster-in-law as though I had persuaded 
my brother to accompany me ; it grieves him to hare 
concealed from her one action of IiIb life." * 



CHAPTER T. 

THE DEATH OF PKINCE NAPOLBON. 

That which Horteiise most dreaded had taken place : 
the voice of enthusiasm had silenced every other consider- 
ation ; and the two sons of the Duchess of St, Len, the 
nephews of the Emperor Napoleon, now stood at the 
head of the revolution. From Foligno to Civita Castel- 
lano, they organized the defence, and from the cities and 
villaf^s the young people joyously hurried forth to enroll 
themselves under their banners, and to obey the Princes 
Napoleon as their leaders; the crowds which the yoang 
princes now led were scarcely armed, but they neverthe- 
less advanced courageously, and were resolved to attempt 
the capture of Civita Castellano, in order to liberate the 
state prisoners who had been langoiehing in its dungeons 
for eight years. 

This was the intelligence brought back by the couriers 
whom Hortense had dispatched to her eons with letters 
entreating them to return. 

It was too late — they neither would nor could retnnL 

• La Bnioe Hortense, p. 78. 
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Their father wrung his hands in despair, and conjured 
hie wife, he being confined to his arm-chair by ilhiese and 
the gont, to do all in her power to tear their sons from 
the fearful danger that menaced them. For the revolu- 
tion was lost ; all who were cool and collected felt and 
eaw this. Bnt the youth refused to see it ; they still 
continued to flock to the revolutionary banners ; they 
still sang exultant hymns of freedom, and, when their 
parents endeavored to hold them back, they fled from 
the parental house secretly, in order to answer the call 
that resounded on their ear in such divine notes. 

One of the sons of the Princess of Canino, the wife of 
Lucien Bonaparte, had fled from his father's castle in 
order to join the insurgents. They succeeded in finding, 
and forcing him to return, and as the family were under 
obligations to the pope for having created the principali- 
ties of Canino and Musignano, for Lncien Bonaparte and 
his eldest son, the most extreme measures were adopted 
to prevent the young prince from fighting against the 
troops of the pope. 

The Princess of Canino, as a favor, requested the 
Grand-duke of Tuscany to confine her son in one of the 
state prisons of Tuscany ; her request was granted, and 
her son taken to a prison, where he was kept during the 
entire revolution. It was proposed to the Duchess of St. 
Leu to adopt this same means of prevention, but, in spite 
of her anxiety and care, and although, in her restlessness 
and feverish disquiet, she wandered through her rooms 
day and night, she declined to take such a course. She ' 
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was not willing to subject her eons to the humiliation of 
auch compulsion ; if their own reason, if the prayers and 
entreaties of their mother, did not suffice, force should 
not be resorted to, to bring them back. The whole family 
was, however, still employing every means to induce the 
two Princes Napoleon to withdraw from the revolution, 
which must inevitably again draw down upon the name 
Napoleon the Buspicion of the angry and distrustful 
princes of Europe. 

Cardinal Fesch and King Jerome conjured their 
nephews, first in entreating, and then in commanding 
letters, to leave the insurgent army. 

With the consent of their father, Louis Eonaparte, 
they wrote to the provisional government at Bologna 
that the name of the two princes was injuring the cause 
of the revolution, and to General Armandi, the minister 
of war of the iusui^nt government, entreating him to 
recall the princes from the army. Every one, friend and 
foe, combined to neutralize the zeal and efforts of the two 
princes, and to prove to them that they could only injure 
the cause to which they gave their names ; that foreign 
powers, considering the revolution a matter to be decided 
by Italy alone, would perhaps refrain from intervening ; 
but that they would become relentless should a Bonaparte 
place himself at the head of the revolution, in order per- 
haps to shake the thrones of Europe anew. 

The two princes at last yielded to these entreaties and 
representations; they gave up their commands, and re- 
signed the rank that had been accorded them in the insur- 
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gent army ; but, as it was no longer in their power to 
serve the revolution with their name and with their 
brains, they were at least desirous of serving it with their 
arms : they resigned their commands, but with the inten- 
tion of remaining in the army as eimple soldiers and vol- 
unteers without any rank. 

And when their father and their ancles, not yet satis- 
fied with what they had done, urged them still further, 
the two princes declared that, if these cruel annoyances 
were continued, they would go to Poland, and serve the 
revolution there.* 

Hortense had taken no part in these attempts and ef- 
forts of her family ; she knew that it was all in vain ; she 
understood her sous better than they, and she knew that 
nothing in the world could alter a resolution tliey had 
once formed. But she also knfew that they were lost, that 
the revolution must be suppi-essed, tliat they would soon 
be proscribed fugitives, and she quietly prepared to assist 
them when the evil days should come. She armed her- 
self with courage and determination, and made her soul 
strong, in order that she might not be overwhelmed by 
the misfortune that was so near at hand. 

AViiile all about her were weeping and lamenting, 
while her husband was wringing his hands in despair, 
and complaining of the present, Hortense quietly and 
resolutely confronted the future, and prepared to defy it. 

That which she dreaded soon took place. An Aus- 
trian fleet sailed into the Adriatic ; an Austrian army waa 
* Lb Eeine Hortense, p. 93. 
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marching on the insurrectionary Italian provinces. Mo- 
dena had already been reeonqnered ; the ipsurgents were 
already flying in crowds before the Austrian cannon, 
whose thnndering salvos were destined to destroy once 
more the hopes of the youth of Italy. 

Like an enraged lioness glowing with enthnsiasm and 
courage, Hortense now sprang up. The danger was there, 
and she must save her sons ! She had long considered 
how it was to be done, and whither she was to go with 
them. She had first resolved to go with them to Turkey, 
and to take up her residence in Smyrna, but the presence 
of the Aostrian fleet which ruled the Adriatic made this 
plan impracticable. At this moment of extreme danger, 
a volmne of light suddenly beamed in upon her soul, and 
pointed out the way to safety. " I will take them by a 
road," said she to herself, " on which they will be least 
expected. I will conduct them through France, through 
Paris. The death-penalty will there hang suspended over 
them, but what care I for thatt Liberty, justice, and hu- 
manity, still exercise too much control over France to 
make me apprehend such severe measures. I must save 
my sons ; the way through France is the way of safety, 
and I shall therefore follow it I " 

And Hortense immediately b^n to carry her plan 
into execution. She requested an Englishman residing 
in Florence, to whose family she had once rendered im- 
portant services in France, to call on her, and begg^ 
him to procure her a passport for an EngKsh lady and her 
two sons through France to England. 
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The lord understood her, and gladly connented to a» 
BJst her and her^two bods. 

On the following day he brooght her the required 
paBKport, and Hortense, who well knew that the best way 
to keep a Becret wae to have no confidants, now declared 
to her hofiband, as well ae to her family mid her friends, 
that she was resolved to find her sons, and to embark 
with them from Ancona for Corfn I 

For this purpose she demanded a passport of the gor- 
emment of Tuscany, and it was accorded her. 

Her eons were still in Bologna, but it was known that 
this city must fall into ihe hands of the Austrians in a 
few days, and all was lost unless Hortense arrived there 
before them. She sent a trusty servant to her sons to 
announce her coming. Then, at nightfall, she herself 
departed, accompanied by one of her ladies only. She 
was courageous and resolute, for she knew that the safety 
of her sons, her only happiness, was at stake. ■ 

Her rapidly-driven carriage had soon passed without 
the city, and she now found herself in a part of the 
country still ocenpied by the insurgents. Here all still 
breathed courage, joyousness, and confidence. The en- 
tire population, adorned with cockades and three-colored 
ribbons, seemed happy and contented, and refused to be- 
lieve in the danger that threatened. 

Festivals were everywhere being held in honor of the 
revolution and of liberty, and those who spoke of die ad- 
vancing Austrians and of dangers were ridiculed. In- 
stead of making preparations for their defence, the insuT' 



THE DEATH OP PRINCE NAPOLEON. 327 

gents folded their hands in contentment, rejoicing over 
that which they had already attained, and blind to the tide 
that was rolling down upon them. 

Id the mean while, the insurgent army was in position 
near Bologna, and also still occupied the two cities of 
Temi and Soleta, which they had courageonsly defended 
against the papal troops. Every one expected that a de- 
cisive battle would soon take place, and every one looked 
forward to it with a joyons assurance of victory. 

Hortense was far from participating in this general 
confidence. In Foligno, where she had remained to await 
her eons, she passed several sorrowf nl days of expectancy 
and suspense, alarmed by every noise, and ever looking 
forward with an aniiously-throCbing heart to the moment 
when her sons should come to her as fugitives, perhaps 
covered with wounds, perhaps dying, to teU her that all 
was lost 1 Her anxiety at last became so great, that she 
could no longer reiqain in Foligno ; she must be nearer 
her sons, she must view the dangers that encompassed 
them, and, if need be, share them. Hortense, therefore, 
left Foligno, and started for Ancona. 

On her arrival at the first station, she saw a man de- 
scend from a carriage and approach her. He was un- 
known to her, and yet she felt a dark foreboding at his 
approach. The mother's heart already felt the blow that 
awaited her. 

This man was a messenger from her sons. " Prince 
Napoleon is ill," said he, 

Hortense remembered that she had heard that a con- 
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tagiooB disease was ravaging the vicinity. " Is he indeed 
ill ) " cried ehe, in dismay. 

" Yee ; and he earnestly desires to see yon, madame ! " 

" Oh," exclaimed Hortense, in terror, " if he calls for 
me, he mnst be very ill indeed I — Forward, forward, with 
all possible speed ; I must see my son I " 

And onward they went with the speed of the wind 
from station to station, approaching nearer and nearer to 
their destination ; bnt as they ueared their destination, 
the faces they met grew sadder and sadder. At every' 
station groups of people assembled ahont her carriage 
and gazed at her sorrowfully ; everywhere she heard 
them murmur : " Napoleon is dead t Poor mother I 
Napoleon- is deadl" Hortense heard, but did not be- 
lieve it t The6e words had not been spoken by men, but 
were the utteran(«s of her anxious heart ! Her son was 
not dead, he could not be dead. Napoleon Uved, yee, he 
still lived ! And again the people around her carriage 
murmured, " Napoleon is dead I " 

Hortense reclined in her carriage, pale and motion- 
less. Her thonght^ were confused, her heart scarcely 
beat. 

At last she reached her destination ; her carriage 
drove up to the house in Fesaro, where her sons were 
awaiting her. 

At this moment a young man, his countenance of a 
deathlj? pallor, and flooded with tears, rushed out of the 
door and to her carriage. Hortense recognized him, and 
stretched oat her arms to him. It was her son Louia 
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Napoleon, and on beholding his pale, sorrowful counte- 
nance, and his tear-Btained eyes, the unhappy mother 
learned the truth. Yes, it was not her heart, it wae the 
people who had uttered the fearfnl words : " Napoleon 
is dead 1 Poor mother 1 Napoleon is dead I " 

With a heart-rending cry, Hortense sank to the 
ground in a swoon. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE FLIGHT FBOU PTALT. 

BcT Hortenfle now had no leisure to weep orer the 
son she had so dearly loved ; the safety of the eon who 
remained to her, whom she loved no less, and on whom 
her whole love must now he concentrated, wae at stake. 

She still had a eon to save, and she must now think 
of him — of Lonis Napoleon, who stood in sorrow at her 
side, lamenting that Fate had not allowed him to die 
with his brother. 

Her son must be saved. This thought restored Hor- 
tense to health and strength. She is informed that the 
authorities of Bologna have already tendered submission 
to the Austrians ; that the insurgent army is already ecat^ 
tering in every direction ; that the Austrian fleet is al- 
ready to be seen in the distance, approaching, perhaps 
with the intention of landing at Sinigaglia, in order to 
Borround the insurgents and render flight impossible. 

This intelligence aroneed Hortense from her grief 
22 
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and restored her eoergy. She ordered her carnage and 
drove with her boq to Ancoiia, in full view of the peo- 
ple, in order that every one Bhould know that it was her 
parpose to embark with her son for Corfu at that sea- 
port. At Ancona, immediately fronting the sea, stood 
her nephew's palace, and there Hortense descended from 
her carriage. 

The waves of the Etorm-tossed sea Bometimes rushed 
up to the windows of the room occupied by the duchess ; 
from tliere she could see the port, and the crowds of 
fugitives who were pressing forward to save themselves 
on the miserable little vessels that there lay at anchor. 

And these poor people had but little time left them 
in which to seek safety. The Austrians were rapidly 
advancing ; on entering the papal territory, they had 
proclaimed an amnesty, from the benefits of which 
Prince Louis Napoleon, General Zucchi, and the inhab- 
itants of Modena, were, however, excepted. The stran- 
gers who had taken part in the insurrection were to be 
arrested and treated witli all the severity of the law. 

The young people who had flocked from Modena, 
Milan, and from all Italy, to enroll themselves under the 
banner of the Roman revolution, now found it necessary 
to seek safety from the pursuing Austrians in flight. 

Louis Napoleon also had no time to lose ; each mo- 
ment lost might render flight impossible I Hortense was 
weary and ill, but she now had no time to think of her- 
self ; she must first save her son, then she could die, hot 
not sooner. 

D,gn,-.rihyGOO^Ie 
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With perfect composure she prepared for her double 
(her feigned and her real) departure. 

Ontwardly, she purposed embarking with her son at 
Corfu ; secretly, it was her intention to fly to England 
through France ! But the English passport that she had 
received for this purpose mentioned two sons, and Hor- 
tense now posBeesed but one; and it was necessary for 
her to provide a substitute for the one she had lost. 

She found one in the person of the young Marquis 
Zappi, who, compromised more than all the rest, joyfully 
accepted the proposition of the Duchess of St. Leu, 
promising to conform himself wholly to her arrange- 
ments, without knowing her plans and without being ini- 
tiated in her secrets. 

Hortense then procured all that was necessary to the 
disgniee of the young men as liveried servants, and or- 
dered her carriage to be held in readiness for her de- 
parture. 

While this was being done in secret, she pubUcly 
caused all preparations to be made for her journey to 
Corfu. She sent her passport to the authorities for the 
purpose of obtaining the official visa for herself and 
sons, and had her tmnks packed. Louis Napoleon had 
looked on, with cold and mute indifference, while these 
preparations were being made. He stood by, pate and 
dejected, without complaining or giving utterance to his 
grief. 

Becoming at last convinced that h^ was ill, Hortenee 
sent for a phyBician. 

D,gn,-.rihyGOOt^le 
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The latter declared that the priace was snfiering from 
a severe attack of fever, which might become daDgeroue 
unless he sought repose at once. It was therefore neces- 
earj to postpone their departure for a day, and Hortense 
passed an anxious night at the bedside of her fever- 
shaken, delirions son. 

The morning at last dawned, the morning of the day 
on which they hoped to fly ; but when the rising son shed 
its light into the chamber in which Hortense stood at her 
son's bedside, who can describe the nnhappy mother's 
horror when she saw her son's face swollen, disfigured, 
and covered with red spots ! 

Like his brother, Louis !N'apoleoD had also taken the 



For a moment Hortense was completely overwhelmed, 
and then, by the greatest effort of her life, she summoned 
her fortitnde to her aid. She immediately sent for the 
physician again, and, trusting to a sympathetic human 
heart, she confided all to him, and he did not disappoint 
her. What is to be done must be done quickly, immedi- 
ately, or it will be in vain 1 

Hortense thinks of all, and provides for all. Espe- 
cially, she causes her son's passport to Corfu to be signed 
by the authorities, and a passage to be taken for him on 
the only ship destined for Corfu now lying in the harbor. 
She instructs the servants, who are conveying trunks and 
packages to the vessel, to inform the curious spectators of 
her son's intended departure on this vessel. She at the 
same time causes the r?port to be circulated that she has 
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suddenly becD taken ill, and can therefore not accompsiny 
her son. 

The physician confirms this statement, and informs all 
Aacona of the dangerons illness of the Dacheas of St. Leu. 

And after all this had been done, Hortense causes her 
son's bed to be carried into the little cabinet adjoining 
her room, and falling on her knees at his bedside, and 
covering her face with her hands, she prays to God to 
preserve the life of her child I 

On the evening of this day the vessel destined for 
Corfu hoisted its anchor. No one doubted that Louis 
Napoleon had embarked on it, and every one pitied the 
poor duchess, who, made ill by grief and anxiety, had not 
been able to accompany her, eon. 

In the mean while Hortense was sitting at the bedside 
of her deliriouB son. Bat she no longer felt weak or dis- 
quieted ; nervous excitement sustained her, and gave her 
strength and presence of mind. Her son was at the same 
time threatened by two dangers — by the disease, which 
the slightest mistake might render mortal ; and by the 
arrival of the Anstrians, who had expressly excepted her 
son Louis Napoleon from die benefits of the amnesty. 
She must save her son from both these dangers — this 
thought gave her strength. 

Two days had now passed ; the last two vessels had 
left the harbor, crowded with fugitives ; and now the 
advance-guard of the Austrians was marching into An- 
cona. 

The commandant of the advance-guard, upon whom 
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the dnty of designating gnarters for the following armj 
devolved, selected the palace of Princess Canino, where 
the Duchess of St. Len resided, as headquarters for the 
commanding general and his eteff, Hortonse had ex- 
pected this, and had withdrawn to a few small rooms in 
advance, holding all the parlors and large rooms in readi- 
ness for the general. "When fliey, however, demanded 
that the entire palace shonld be vacated, the wife of the 
janitor, the only person whom Hortenee had taken into 
her confidence, informed them that Queen Hortense, who 
was ill and unhappy, was the sole occupant of these re- 
served rooms. 

Strange to relate, the Austrian captain who came to 
the palace to make tlie necessary preparations for hie gen- 
eral's reception was one of those who, in the year 1815, 
had protected the queen and her children from the fury 
of the royalists. For the second time he now interested 
himself zealously in behalf of the duchess, and hastened 
forward to meet the general-in-chief , Baron Geppert, who 
was jnst entering the city, in order to acquaint him with 
the state of affairs. He, in common with all the world, 
convinced that her son, Louis Napoleon, had fled to 
Corfu, declared his readiness to permit the duchess to 
retain the rooms she was occupying, and begged pemiis- 
eion to call on her. But the duchess was still ill, and 
confined to her bed, and could receive no one. 

The AuBtrians took up their quarters in the palace ; 
and in the midst of them, separated from the general's 
room by a looked door only, were Hortense and her dck 
ilGodi^Ic 
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eon. The least noise might betray him. When he 
coughed it was necessary to cover Mb head with tbe bed- 
clothes, in order to deaden the sound ; when he deeired to 
speak he conld only do eo in a whisper, for his Austrian 
neighbors would have been astonished to hear a male 
voice in the room of the sick dnchess, and their saspi- 
<aons might have been thereby aroused. 

At last, after eight days of torment and anxiety, the 
physician declared that Louis Napoleon could now under- 
take the journey without danger, and consequently the 
duchess suddenly recovered I She requested the Austrian 
general. Baron Geppert, to honor her with a call, in order 
that she might thank him for his protection and sympa- 
thy ; she told him that she was now ready to depart, and 
'proposed embarking at Livomo, in order to join her son 
at Malta, .and go with him to England. As she would be 
compelled to pass through the whole Austrian army-corps 
on her way, she begged the general to famish her with a 
passport through his lines over his own signature; re- 
questing in addition that, in order to avoid all sensation, 
the instrument should not contain her name. 

The general, deeply sympathizing with the unhappy 
woman who was about to follow her proscribed son, read- 
ily accorded her request. 

Hortense purposed beginning her journey on the fol- 
lowing day, the first day of the Easter festival ; and, on 
sending her farewell greeting to the Austrian general, she 
informed him that she would start at a very early hour, in 
order to bear mass at Loretto, 
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During the night all necesEary preparationB for the 
jonmej were made, and Looia Napoleon was compelled 
to diBgaise himself in the drese of a liveried servant ; a 
similar attire was also sent to Marqme Zappi, who had hith- 
erto been concealed in the house of a friend, and in tluB 
attire he was to await the duchesB below at tihe carriage. 

At last, day broke and the hour of departure came. 
The horn of the postilion resounded through the street 
Through the midst of the sleeping Austrian soldiers who 
occupied the antechamber through which they were com- 
pelled to pass, Hortenee walked, followed by her son, 
loaded with packages, in his livery. Their departure was 
witnessed by no one except the sentinel on duty. 

Day had hardly dawned. In the first carriage sat the 
duchcBs, with a lady companion, and in front, on the box, 
her son, as a servant, at the side of the postilion ; in the 
second carriage her maid, behind her the young Marquis 
Zappi. 

A^ the snn arose and shone down upon tihe beandfnl 
Easter day, Ancona was already far behind, and Hortense 
knelt down at the side of Louis Napoleon to thank God 
tearfully for having permitted her to succeed so far in 
rescuing her son, and to entreat Him to be merciful 
in the future. But there were still many dangers to be 
overcome ; the slightest accident might still betray them. 
The danger consisted not only in having to pass through 
all the places where the Austrian troops were stationed ; 
General Qeppert^s pass was a snfBcient protection against 
any thing that might threaten them from this quarter. 
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The greatest danger was to be apprehended from their 
friends — from some one who might accidentally recog- 
nize her son, and unintentionally betray them. 

They mnst pass through the grand-duchy of Tuscany, 
and there the greatest danger menaced, for there her son 
wae known to every one, and every one might betray 
them. This part of the journey must therefore be made, 
as far as possible, by night. The courier whom they had 
dispatched in advance had everywhere ordered the neces- 
sary relays of horses ; their dismay wae, therefore, great 
when they found no horses at the station Camoscia, 
on the boundary of Tnecany, and were informed that 
several hours mnst elapse before they could obtain any t 

These hours of expectation and anxiety were fearfnl. 
Hortense passed them in her carriage, breathlessly listen- 
ing to the slightest noise that broke upon the air. 

Her son Louis had descended from tihe carriage, and 
seated himself on a stone bench that stood in front of 
ihe miaerabte little station-house. Worn out by grief and 
still weak from disease, indifferent to the dangers that 
menaced from fdl sides, heedless of the night wind that 
swept, with its icy breath, over his face, the prince sank 
down upon this Btone bench, and went to sleep. 

Thns they passed the night, Hortense, once a queen, 
in a half-open carriage ; Louis Kapoleon, the present. 
Emperor of France, on a stone bench, that served him 
as a conch ! 
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THE PILGEIMAQE. 



Heatem took pity on the agony of the nnbappy 
DachesB of St. Leu. It heard the prayer of her anxious 
mother's heart, and permitted mother and son to escape 
the dangers that menaced them at every step in Italy. 

At Antibes they succeeded in crossing the French 
bonndary without being recognized. They were now in 
their own country — in la heUe France, which they still 
loved and proudly called their mother, although it had 
forsaken and discarded them. The death-penalty threat- 
ened the Bonapart«B who should dare to set foot on 
French soil. But what cared they for that? Keither 
Hortense nor her son thought of it. They only knew 
that they were in their own country. They inhaled 
with delight the air that seemed to them better and 
purer than any other ; with hearts throbbing with joy, 
they listened to the music of this beautiful language 
that greeted them with the sweet native melodies. 

At Cannes they passed the first night. Wliat recol- 
lections did this place recall to Hortense ! Here it was 
that Napoleon had landed on his return from Elba to 
France ; from Cannes he had commenced his march to 
Paris with a handfnl of soldiers, and had arrived there 
with an army. For the people had everywhere received 
him with exultation ; the regiments that had been sent 
out against the advancing general had everywhere joy- 
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onelj gone over to his standard. Charlee de Lab^oyere, 
this enthusiastic adherent of the emperor, had been the 
first to do this. He was to have advanced against the 
emperor from Grenoble; but, with the exnlting cry, 
" Vive V&mperewr! " the entire regiment had gone over 
to its adored chieftain. Labedoycre had paid dearly for 
the enthusiasm of those momente ; for, the f or-the-seeond- 
tirae restored Bourbons punished his fidelity with death. 
Like Marshal Ney, Charles de Labfidojere was also shot; 
like the emperor himself, he paid for the trinmph of the 
hundred days with his Uberty and with his life I 

Of all these names and events of the past, Hortense 
thought, while enjoying the first hours of repose in their 
room at an hotel in Cannes. Leaning back in her chair, 
her large eyes gazing dreamily at the ceiling above her, she 
told the attentive prince of the days that had been, and 
spoke to him of the days in which they were now hving 
— of these days of humiliation and obscurity — of those 
days in which tlie French nation had risen, and, shaking 
its lion's mane, hurled the Bourbons ft-om their ancestral 
throne, and out of the land they had hitherto proudly called 
their own. On driving out the Bourbons, the people had 
freely chosen another king — not the King of Eome, who, 
in Vienna, as Duke of Keichstadt, had been made to for- 
get the brilliant days of his childhood — not the son of 
the Emperor Napoleon. The people of France had 
chosen the Duke of Orleans as their king, and Louis 
Philippe's first act had been to renew the decree of 
banishment which the Bourbons had fulminated against 
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the Bon&partes, and which declared it to be a capital 
crime if thej should ever dare to set foot on the soil of 
France. 

" The people acted freely and according to their own 
will," said Hortenee, with a sad smile, as she saw her eon 
tnm pale, and wrinkles gather on his brow. " Honor the 
wiU of the people, my eon ! In order to rewu^ the em- 
peror for his great services to the conntry, the people of 
France had unanimonsly chosen him their emperor. The 
people who give have also the right to take back again. 
The Bourbons, who consider themselves the owners of 
France, may reclaim it as an estate of which they have 
been robbed by the house of Orleans. But the Bona- 
partes must remember that they derived all their power 
from the will of the people. They must be content to 
await the future expression of its will, and tiien sahmit, 
and conform themselves to it." * 

Louis Napoleon bowed his head and sighed. He most 
conform to the will of the people ; cautiously, under a 
borrowed name, he must steal into the land of bis longing 
and of his dreams ; he must deny hie nationality, and be 
indebted, for his name and passport, to the conntry that 
had bound his uncle, like a second Prometheus, to the rock, 
and left him there to die ! But he did it with a sorrow- 
ful, with a bleeding heart ; he wandered with his mother, 
who walked heavily veiled at his side, from place to place, 
listening to her reminiscences of the great past. At her 

* The duchess's own words. See La Reine HortenM en Italiei 
Suisse, Prance, etc., p. 79. 
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reladoQ of these reminiBcences, bis love and enthusiasm for 
the fatherland, from which he had bo long been banished, 
bttnied brighter and brighter. The sight, the air of this 
fatherland, had electrified him ; he entertained bnt one 
wish : to remuD in France, and to serve France, although 
in die humble capacity of a private soldier. 

One day Louis Napoleon entered his mother's room 
with a letter in his hand, and begged her to read it. It 
was a letter addressed to Louis Philippe, in which Louis 
Napoleon begged the French king to annul hia exile, and 
to permit him to enter the French army as a private 
soldier. 

Hortense read the letter, and shook her head sadly. 
It wounded her just pride that her son, the nephew of 
the great emperor, should ask a favor of him who had 
not hesitated to make the most of the revolution for him- 
self, but had nevertheleea lacked the courage to help the 
banished Bonapartes to recover their rights, and enable 
them to return to their country. In his ardent desire to 
serve France, Louis Napoleon had forgotten this insult of 
the King of France. 

" My children," says Hortense, in her memoirs, " my 
children, who had been cmelly persecuted by all the 
conrts, even by those who owed every thing to the em- 
peror, their uncle, loved their country with whole-souled 
devotion. Their eyes ever turned toward France, busied 
with the consideration of institutions that might make 
France happy; they knew that the people alone were 
their friends ; the hatred of the great had tanght them 
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thia To conform to the will of the people with reaigoa- 
tion was to them a duty, hut to devote themaelveH to the 
Bervice of France was their hearts' deareet wish. It was 
for this reason that my son had written to Louis Philippe, 
hoping to be permitted to make himself useful to his 
country in some way." 

Hortense advised against this venturous step ; and 
when she saw how much this grieved her son, and ob- 
served his eyes filling with tears, she hegged that he 
would at least wait and reflect, and postpone his decision 
until their arrival in Paris. 

Louis Napoleon yielded to his mother's entreaties, and 
in silence and sadness these two pilgrims continued their 
wandering through the country and cities, that to Hor- 
tense seemed transformed into luminous monuments of 
departed glory. 

Izi Fontainehleau Hortense showed her son the palace 
that had been the witness of the greatest triumphs and 
also of tlie most bitter grief of his great uncle. Lean- 
ing on his arm, her countenance concealed by a heavy 
black veil, to prevent any one from recognizing her, Hor- 
tense walked through the chambers, in which she had 
once been installed as a mighty and honored queen, and 
in which she wae now covertly an exile menaced with 
death. The servants who conducted her were the same 
who had been there during the days of the emperor! 
Hortense recognized them at once; she did not dare to 
make herself known, but slie nevertheless felt that she, 
too, was remembered there. She saw this in the expres- 
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eion with which the servante opened the rooms she had 
onoe occnpied ; she heard it in the tone in which they 
mentioned her name I Every thing in this palace had 
remained as it then was ! There was the same furniture 
in the rooms which the imperial family had occnpied 
after the peace of Tildt, and in which they had given 
BQch brilliant y^teA, and received the homage of so many 
of the kings and princes of Enrope, all of whom had 
come to implore the ascdstance and favor of their van- 
quisher t There were also the apartments which the pope 
had occnpied, once voluntarily ; snbseqaently, nnder com- 
pulsion. Alas ! and there was also the little cabinet, in 
which the emperor, the once so mighty and illustrious 
ruler of Europe, had abdicated the crown which his vic- 
tories, his good deeds, and the love of the French people, 
had placed on his head t And, finally, there were also 
the chapel and the altar before which the Emperor Napo- 
leon had stood god-father to his nephew Louis Napoleon ! 
All was still as it had been, except that the garden, that 
Hortense and her mother had laid out and planted, had 
grown more luxuriant, and now sang to the poor banished 
pilgrim with its rustling tree-tops a melancholy song of 
her Jong separation from her home I 

The sorrowing couple wandered on, and at last arrived 
before the gates of Paris. At this moment, Hortense was 
a Frenchwoman, a Parisian only, and, forgetting every 
thing else, all her grief and sufferings, she sought only to 
do the honors of Paris for her son. She ordered the 
coachman to drive them through the boulevards to the 
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Kue de la. Paix, and then to stop at the first good boteL 
This was the saiue way over which Bbe had passed dsteea 
years before, escorted by an Austrian officer. Then she 
had qnitted Paris by night, driven ont in a measure by 
the allies, who so much feared her, the poor, weak woman, 
with her little boys, that troops had been placed ander 
arms at regular intervals on her way, in order, aa it was 
given out, to secure her safe passage. Now,after sixteen 
years, Hortense returned to Paris by the same route, stall 
exiled and homeless, at her side the son who was not only 
menaced by the French decree of banishment, bot also by 
the Austrian edict of proscription. 

But yet she was once more in Paris, once more at 
home, and she wept with joy at beholding once more the 
streete and places about which the memories of her youth 
dastered. 

By a strange chance, it was at the " Mdtel de HtA- 
lands" that the former Queen of Holland descended 
from her carriage, and took up her residence, holding 
thus, in a measure, her entrance into Paris, under the flut- 
tering banner of the past. In the little Sdtd de ffol- 
iande, the Queen of Holland took possession of the 
apartments of the first floor, which commanded a view 
of the boulevard and the column of the Pla^ Venddme. 
" Say to the column on the Place Yenddme that I am 
dying, because I cannot embrace it," the Duke de Eeich- 
stadt once wrote in the album of a French nobleman, who 
had succeeded, in spite of the watchful spies, who sur- 
rounded the emperor's son, in speaking to him of hia 
ih,Goot^le 
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father and of the empire. This happiness, vainly longed 
for by the emperor's son, was at least to be enjoyed by 
hia nephew. 

Lotus Napoleon conld venture to show himself. In 
Paris he was entirely anknown, and could therefore be 
betrayed by no one. He could go down into the square 
and hasten to the foot of the YemMme column, and in 
thoaght at least kneel down before the monument that 
immortalized the renown and grandeur of the emperor. 
Hortense remained behind, in order to perform a aacred 
duty, imposed on her, as she believed, by her own honor 
and dignity. 

She was not willing to sojourn secretly, Hke a fugi- 
tive criminal, in the city diat in the exercise of its free 
will had chosen itself a king, bat not «. Bonaparte. She 
was not willing to partake of French hospitality and en- 
joy French protection by stealth ; she was not willing to 
go about in disguise, deceiving the government with a 
false pass and a borrowed name. She had the courage 
of truth and sincerity, and she resolved to say to the 
King of Prance that she had come, not to defy his de- 
cree of banishment by her presence, not for the purpose 
of intriguing against his new crown, by arousing the 
Bonapartists from their sleep of forgetfulness by her 
appearance, but solely because there was no other means 
of saving her son ; because she must pass through France 
with him in order to reach England. 

Revolution, which so strangely intermingles the des- 
tioies of men, had surrounded the new king almost en- 
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tirelj vith the friends and servants of the emperor and 
of the Dnchess of St. Len. But, in order not to excite 
Bnspicion against these, Hortense now addressed herself 
to him with whom she had the alightest acquaintance, 
and whose devotion to the Orleans famil; was too w^ 
known to be called iu doubt by her undertaking. Hor- 
tense therefore addressed herself to M. de Hondetot, the 
adjutant of the king, or rather, she caused her friend 
Mile, de MasBuyer to write to bim. She was instructed 
to inform the count that she had come to Paris with an 
English family, and was the bearer of a commission from 
the Duchess of St. Leu to M. de Houdetot. 

M. de Hondotot reaponded to her request, and oame 
to the Edtel de HoUands to see Mile. Maasuyer. "With 
surprise and emotion, he recognized in the eupposititious 
English lady tlie Dnchess of St, Leu, who was beliered 
by all the world to be on the way to Malta, and for 
whom her friends (who feared the fatigue of so long a 
journey would be too much for Hortense in her weak 
state of health) had already taken steps to obtain for her 
permission to pass throngh France on her way to England. 

Hortense informed Count Houdetot of the last 
strokes of destiny that had fallen npou her, and ex- 
pressed her desire to see the king, in order to speak with 
him in person abont the future of her son. 

M. de Hondetot undertook to acquaint the king with 
her desire, and came on the following day to inform the 
dnchess of the result of his mission. He told the dnch- 
ess that the king had loudly lamented her boldnofla ip 
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coming to France, and the impoBsibilitj of hie seeing 
her. He told her, moreover, that, as the king had a re- 
sponeible ministr; at Mb dde, he bad been compelled to 
inform the premier of her arrival, and that Minister 
Caeimir Perrier wonld call on her during the day, 

A few houre later, Louis Philippe's celebrated minis- 
ter arrived! He came with an air of earnest severity, as 
it were to sit in judgment npon the accneed dacbesB, but 
her artless sincerity and her gentle dignity disarmed him, 
and soon cauBed him to assume a more delicate and po- 
lite bearing. 

" I well know," said Hortense in the course of the 
conversation, " I well know that I have broken a law, by 
coming hither; I fully appreciate the gravity of this 
offence ; you have the right to cause me to be arrested, 
and it wonld be perfectly just in yon to do so 1 " — Casi- 
rair Perrier shook his head slowly, and replied ; " Just, 
no ! Lawful, yee I " * 



CHAPTER Vm. 

LOUIS PHILIPPE AHD THE DUOHESB OF ST. LEU, 

The visit which Casimir Perrier had paid the duch- 
ess seemed to have convinced him that the fears which 
the king and his ministry had entertained had really been 
groundless, that the step-daughter of Kapoleon bad not 
come to Paris to conspire and to claim the still somewhat 
* La Reioe Hortensei Vojage en Itolie, etc., p. 110,, 
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oDBtable throne of France for Uie Dnke de Beiclistadt, 
or for LodIb iN'apoleon, bat that she had only chosen 
the way through France, in the anxiety of maternal love, 
in order to rescue her son. 

In accordance with this conviction, Louis Philippe no 
longer considered it impossible to see the Dnchess of St. 
Lea, but now reqnested her to call. Perhapd the king, 
who had 60 fine a memory for figures and money-mat- 
ters, remembered that it had been Hortense (then still 
Queen of Holland) who, daring the hundred days of the 
empire in 1815, had procured for the Duchess Orleans- 
Penthi^vre, from the emperor, permission to remain in 
Paris and a pension of two hundred thousand francs per 
snnnm; that it had been Hortense who had done the 
same for the aunt of the present king, the Duehees of 
Orleans-Bonrbon. Then, in their joy over an assured 
and brilliant future, these ladies had written the dnchess 
the most affectionate and devoted letters ; then they had 
assured Hortense of their eternal and imperishable grata- 
tade.* Perhaps Louis Philippe remembered this, and 
was desirous of rewarding Hortense for her services to 
his mother and his aunt. 

He solicited a visit from Hortense, and, on the second 
day of her sojourn in Paris, M. de Hondetot conducted 
the Dnchess of St. Len to the Tuileries, in which she had 
once lived as a young girl, as the step-daughter of the 
emperor ; then as Queen of Holland, as the wife of the 
emperor's brother ; and which she now beheld once more, 
* La Beine Eottenae : Voyage en Italie, etc, p. 185. 
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a poor, nsmeleBS pilgrim, a fugitive with Bhrouded cotin- 
tenance, imploring a little toleration and protection of 
those to whom she had once accorded toleration and pro- 
tection. 

Lonis Philippe received the Duchess of St. Len with 
all the elegance and gracionsnees which the "Citizen 
King " 80 well knew how to assume, and that had always 
been an inheritance of his house, with all the amiability 
and apparent open-heartednesB beneath which he so well 
knew how to conceal his real disposition. Coming to 
the point at once, he spoke of that which doubtlessly 
interested the duchess most, of the decree of banish- 
ment. 

" I am &mihar," said the king, " with all the pains of 
exile, uid it is not my fault that yours have not been 
alleviated." He assured her that thja decree of banish- 
ment against the Bonaparte family was a heavy burden 
on his heart; he went bo far as to excuse himself for it 
by saying that the exile pronoifticed against the imperial 
family was only an article of the same law which the con- , 
ventioniste had abolidied, and the renewal of which had 
been so vehemently demanded by the country ! Thus it 
had seemed as though he had uttered a new decree of 
banishment, while in point of fact he had only renewed 
a law that had already existed under the consulate of 
Napoleon. " But," continaed the king with exultation, 
" the time is no longer distant when there will be no more 
exiles ; I will have none under my government I " 

Then, as if to remind the duchess that there had been 
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exiles and decrees of baniBliineiit at all timeB, also under 
the republic, the consulate, and the kingdom, he spoke of 
his own exile, of the needy and humiliating situation in 
which he had found himself, and which had compelled 
him to hire himself out as a teacher and give instruction 
for a paltry consideration. 

The duchess had listened to the king with a gentle 
smile, and replied that she knew the story of his exile, 
and that it did him honor. 

Then the duchess informed the king that her son 
had accompanied her on her journey, and was now with 
her in Paris ; she also told him that her son, in his 
glowing enthusiasm for his country, had written to the 
king, begging that he might be permitted to enter the 
army. 

" Lend me the letter," replied Louis Philippe ; " Per- 
rier shall bring it to me, and, if circumstances permit, I 
shall be perfectly willing to grant your son's request ; and 
it will also give me great pleasure to serve you at all 
times, I know that you have legitimate claims on the 
government, and that you have appealed to the justice of 
all former ministries in vain. Write out a statement of 
all that France owes you, and send it ta m-e alone. I tin- 
dei-stand business matters, and constitute myself from this 
time on your charge d'affaires* The Duke of Eovigo," 
he continued, " has informed me that the other members 
of tlie imperial family have similar claims. It will afford 
me great pleasure to be of assistance to all of you, and I 
* '-The king's own words. See Voyage en Italie, etc., p. 301. ■ 
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ehall iotereat mjeelf particalarly for the Princese de Mont- 
fort."* 

Hortenee hod listened to the king, her whole face 
radiant with delight. The king's beneficent countenance, 
his friendly emile, his hearty and cordial manner, dis- 
pelled all doubt of his eiiicerity in Hortense's mind. She 
believed in hie goodnesB and ili hia kindly dieposition 
toward herself ; and, in her joyons emotion, she thanked 
him with words of entbasiasm for liia promised _benefitB, 
never doubting that it was bis intention to keep his word. 

" Ah, sire ! " she exclaimed, " the entire imperial 
family is in misfortune, and yon will have many wrongs 
to redress. France owes us all a great deal, and it will 
be worthy of yon to liquidate these debts." 

The king declared his readiness to do every thing. 
He who was so fond of taking in millions and of specu- 
lating, smilingly promised, in the name of France, to dis- 
burse millions, and to pay off the old state debt I 

The dachess bdieved him. She believed in hia pro- 
testations of friendship, and in his blunt sincerity. She 
allowed him to conduct her to his wife, the queen, and 
was received by her and Madame Adelaide with the same 
cordiality the king had shown. Once only in the course 
of the conversation did Madame Adelaide forget her cor- 
dial disposition. She asked the duchess how long she 
espeoted to remain in Paris, and when the latter replied 
that she intended remaining three days longer, Madame 

+ The Princess de Montfort was the wifa of Jerome, the sister of 
the King ot Wurtemberg, and a cousin of the Emperor of Russia. 
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exclaimed, in a tone of anzioiiB dismay : " So long 1 
Three days still ! And there are so many EDglisLmen 
here who have seen your son in Italy, and might recog- 
nize you here ! " 

But Fate itself seemed to delay the departure of the 
duchess and her son. On returning home from her visit 
to the Tuileries, she found her son on his bed in a violent 
fever, and the physician who had been called in declared 
that he was suffering from inflammation of the throat. 

Hortense was to tremble once more for the life of a 
Bon, and this son was the last treasure Fate had left her. 

Once more the mother sat at the bedside of her son, 
watching over him, lovingly, day and night. That her 
son's life might be preserved was now her only wieh, her 
only prayer ; all else became void of interest, and was lost 
sight of. She only left her son's side when <^a8imir Per- 
rier came, as he was in the habit of doing daily, to inquire 
after her son's condition in the name of the king, and to 
request the duchess to name the amount of her claims 
against France, and to impart to him all her wishes with 
regard to her future, Hortense now had but one ardent 
wish — tlie recovery of her son ; and her only request was, 
that she might be permitted to visit the French baths of 
the Pyrenees during the summer, in order to restore her 
failing health. 

The minister promised to procure this permission of 
the king, and of the Chambers, that were soon to be con- 
vened. " In this way we shall gradually become accus- 
tomed to your presence," observed Casimir Perrier. " As 



LOUIS PHILIPPB AND THE DUCHESS OP ST. LEU. 853 

far as yon are pereoaallj concerned, we shall be inclined 
to tlirow open the gates of tiie country to you. But with 
your son it is different, his name will be a perpetual 
obstacle in his way. If he shonld really desire at any 
time to take service in the army, it would be, above all, 
necessary that he should lay aside his name. We are in 
duty bound to consider the wishes of foreign govern- 
ments : France is divided into so many parties, that a 
war could only be minons, and therefore yoar son must 
change his name, if — " . 

But now &e dnchese, her cheeks glowing, blushing 
with displeasure and anger, interrupted him. " What ! " 
exclaimed she, " lay aside the noble name with which 
France may well adorn itself, conceal it as though we 
had cause to be ashamed of it t " 

Beaide herself with anger, regardless, in her agitation, 
even of the suffering condition of her son, she hastened 
to his bedside, to inform hira of the proposition made to 
her by Louis Philippe's minister. 

The prince arose in his conch, his eyes Saming, and 
his cheeks burning at the same time with the fever-heat 
of disease and of anger. 

" Lay aside my name I " he exclaimed. " Who dares 
to make such a proposition to me ? Let us think of all 
these things no more, mother. Let us go back to onr 
retirement. Ah, yon were right, mother : our time is 
passed, or it has not yet come 1 "" 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE DEPABTDBE OF THE DUCHESS FBOH PABIS. 

ExoiTEUEBT had made the patient worse, and cauBed 
hiB fever to retarn with renewed Tioleiice. Hortense 
was now inseparable from hie bedside ; she herself ap- 
plied ice to his burning throat, and assisted in applying 
the leeches ordered by the physician. But this continu- 
ous anxiety and excitement, all these . troubles of the 
present, and sad remembrances 6i the past, had at last 
exhausted the strength of the dehcate woman ; the flush 
of fever now began to show itself on her cheeks also, 
and the physician urged her to take daily exercise in the 
open air if she desired to avoid falling ill. 

Hortense foDowed his advice. In the evening twi- 
light, in plain attire, her face concealed by a heavy black 
veil, she now daily quitted her son's bedside, and went 
out into the street for a walk, accompanied by the young 
Marquis Zappi. No one recognized her, no one greeted 
her, no one dreamed that the veiled figure that walked 
so quietly and shyly was she who, aa Queen of Holland, 
had formerly driven tlirongh these same streets in gilded 
coaches, hailed by the joyous shouts of the people. 

But, in these wanderings through Paris, Hortense also 
lived in her memories only. She showed the marqoifi 
the dwelhng she had once occupied, and which had for 
her a single happy association : her sons had been bom 
there. With a soft smile she looked np at the proud 
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fagade of this building, the windows of which were bril- 
liantly illumined, and in whose parlors Bome banker or 
ennobled provision-dealer was now perhaps giving a ball ; 
pointing to these windows with her slender white hand, 
she said : " I wished to see this house, in order to re- 
proach myself for having been unhappy in it; yes, I 
then dared to complain even in the midst of so much 
splendor ; I was so far from dreaming of the weight of 
the misfortnne that was one day to come upon me." * 

She looked down again and passed on, to seek the 
houses of several friends, of whom she knew that they 
had remained faithfnl ; heavily veiled and enveloped in 
her dark cloak she stood in front of these houses, not 
daring to acquaint her friends with her presence, con- 
tented with the sweet sense of being near them I 

When, after having strengthened her heart witli the 
consciousness of being near friends, she passed on 
through the streets, in which she, the daughter of France, 
was now unknown, homeless, and forgotten I — no, not 
forgotten ! — as she chanced to glance in at a store she 
was just passing, she saw in the lighted window her own 
portrait at the side of that of the emperor. 

Overcome by a sweet emotion, Hortense stood still 
and gazed at these pictures. The laughing, noisy crowd 
on tlie sidewalk passed on, heedless of the shrouded 
woman who stood there before the shopwindow, gazing 
with tearful eyes at her own portrait " It seems we are 
still remembered," whispered she, in a low voice. " Those 
* The duchess's own words : see Voyage, etc, p. 229. . 
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who wear crowns are not to be envied, and should not 
lament their loss ; but is it possible that the love of the 
people, to receive which is so sweet, has not yet been 
wholly witfidrawn from ns! " 

The profound indifference witJi which France had 
accepted the exile of the Bonapartes had grieved her 
deeply. She had only longed for some token of love and 
fidelity in order that she might go back into exile eon- 
soled and strengthened. And now she foond it France 
proved to her through these portraits that she was not 
forgotten. 

Hortenee stepped with her companion into the store 
to purchase the portraits of herself and of the emperor ; 
and when she was told that these portraits were in great 
demand, and that many of them were sold to the people, 
she hardly found strength to reprees the tears of blissful 
emotion that rose from her heart to her eyes. She took 
the portraits and hastened home, to show them to her 
son and to bring to him with them the love-greetings of 
France. "WhOe the dnehess, her thoughts divided be- 
tween the remembrances of the past and the cares and 
tronbles of the present, had been sojourning in Paris for 
twelve days, all the papers were extolling the heroism of 
the dneheBS in having saved her son, and of her having 
embarked at Malta in order to take him to Engltmd. 

Even the king's ministerial council occnpied itseU 
with this matter, and thought it proper to make repre- 
sentations to his majesty on the subject. Marshal Sebas- 
tian! informed the king that the Duchess of St. Leu, to 
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his certain knowledge, had landed at Corfn. With lively 
interest he spoke of the fatiguing jonrney at sea that the 
duchess would be compelled to make, and asked almost 
timidly if she might not be permitted to travel through 
France. 

The king's countenance assumed an almost sombre 
look, and he rephed, dryly : " Let her continue her jour- 
ney." Casimir Perrier bowed hie head over ^e paper 
that lay before him, in order to conceal his mirth, and 
minister Barthe availed himself of the opportunity to 
give a proof of bis eloquence and of his severity, by ob- 
serving that a law existed against the duchess, and that a 
law was a sacred thing that no one should be permitted 
to evade. 

But the presence of the duchess, although kept a se- 
cret, began to cause the king and his premier Casimir 
Perrier more and more uneasiness. The latter had al- 
ready once informed her through M. de Houdetot that 
her departure was absolutely necessary and must take 
place at once, and he had only been moved to consent to 
her further sojourn by the condition of the prince, whose 
inflammation of the throat had rendered a second appli- 
cation of leeches necessary. 

They were now, however, on the eve of a great and 
dangerous day, of the 5th of May,* The people of Paris 
were strangely moved, and the new government saw 
witli much apprehension the dawn of this day of such 
great memories for France. There seemed to be some 
• The Bnniversary of Napoleon's death. 
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justification for this apprehension. Since the break of 
da;, thouBands of people had flocked to the column on 
the Place Venddme. Silently and gravely they ap- 
proached the monument, in order to adorn with wreaths 
of flowers the eagles, or to lay them at the foot of the 
column, and then to retire moamf ully. 

Hortonse stood at the window of her apartment, look- 
ing on with folded hands and tears of bliss at the im- 
pressive and solemn scene that was taking place on the 
Place Venddme beneath, when suddenly a violent knock- 
ing was beard at her door, and M. de Hondetot rushed 
in, a pale and sorrowful expression on his countenance. 

" Dncbess," said he breathlessly, " yon must depart 
immediately, without an hour's delay ! I am ordered to 
inform you of this. Unless the life of your son is to be 
seriously endangered, you must leave at once I " 

Hortense listened to him tranquilly. She almost 
pitied the king — the government — to whom a weak 
woman and an invalid youth could cause such fear. 
How great must this fear be, when it caused them to 
disregard all the laws of hospitality and of decency! 
What had she done to justify this fear? She had not 
addressed herself to the people of France, in order to 
obtain help and protection for her eon — ^for the nephew 
of the emperor ; cautiously and timidly she had con- 
cealed herself from the people, and, far from being dis- 
posed to arouse or agitate her country, she had only made 
herself known to the King of France in order to solicit 
protection and toleration at his hands. 
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She WW distmsted, iu spite of this candor ; and her 
praaence, although known to no one, awakened appre- 
hensioiu in those in authority. Hortense pitied them; 
not a word of complaint or regret eacaped her lips. She 
sent for her physician at once^ and, after informing him 
that she most necesesrily- depart for London, she asked 
him if BQcb a jonmey wonld endanger her son's life. 
The physician declared that, while he conld hare desired 
a few days more of repose, the prince would nerertbe- 
leai, with proper care and attention, be able to leave oo 
the foUowing day, 

"Inform the king that I shall depart to-morrow,*' 
said Hortense ; and, while M. de Houdetot was hastening 
to the king with this welcome iuteUigence, the dnchesa 
was making preparations for the journey, which she be- 
gan with her son early on the following morning. 

In four days they reached Calais, where they found 
the ship that was to Convey them to England in readiness 
to sail. Hortense was to leave her country once more 
as a fugitive and exile ! She \vas once more driven out, 
and condemned to live in a foreign country ! Because 
the French people still refused to forget their emperor, 
die French kings bated and feared the imperial family. 
Under the old Bourbons, they bad been bated ; Louis 
Philippe, who had attained his crown through the peo- 
ple, felt that it was necessary to flatter the people, and 
show some consideration for their sympathies. He de- 
clared to the {>eop1e that he entertained the most pro- 
found admiration for their great emperor, and yet he 
ih,Goot^le 
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isened a decree of banigbment sgaiuet the Bonapartes; 
he ordered that the Yenddme column, with its bronze 
statue of the emperor, ehould be adorned, and at the same 
time hig decree banished the daughter and the nephew 
of the emperor from France, and drove tliem back into a 
foreign country. 

Hortense went, but she felt, in the pain it cansed her, 
that she was leaving her country — the country in which 
she had friends whom she had not seen again ; the coun- 
try in which lay her mother's grave, which she had not 
dared to visit ; and, finally, the grave of her son ! She 
once more left behind er all the remembrances of her 
youth — all the places she had loved; and her regret and 
her tears made know- how dear tliese things still were 
to her ; that the banished and homeless one was still 
powerless to banish the love of country from her heart, 
and that France was still her home ! 



CHAPTER X. 

]'ir.GEIMAQE THKOCGH FRANCE. 

The sojourn of the Duchess of St. Leu in England 
where she arrived with her son after a stormy passage, 
was for both a succession of triumphs and ovations. The 
high aristocracy of London heaped upon her proofs of 
esteem, of reverence, and of love ; every one seemed 
anxious to atone for the severity and cruelty with which 
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England had treated the emperor, by giving proofa of 
their admiration and reepect for his Btep-danghter. All 
these proud English aristocrats seemed desironfl of prov- 
ing to the duchess and her son that they were not of the 
same disposition as Hudson Lowe, who had slowly tor- 
mented the chained lion to death with petty annoyances. 

The Duchess of Bedford, Lord and Lady HoUand, 
and Lady Grey, in particular, were untiring in their 
efforts to do the honors of their country to Hortense, and 
to show her every possible attention. But Hortense de- 
clined their proffered invitations. She avoided all pnb- 
Hcity ; she feared, on her own and her son's acconnt, that 
the tattle of the world and the newspapers might once 
more draw down upon her the distrust and ill-will of the 
French government. She feared that this might prevent 
her returning with her son,- through France, to her qoiet 
retreat on the Lake of Constance, in Switzerland, to her 
charming Arenenberg, where she had passed so many 
delightful and peaceful years of repose and remembrance. 

Hortense was right. Her sojourn in England ex- 
cited, as Boon as it became known, in every quarter, care, 
curiosity, and disquiet. All parties were seeking to di- 
vine the duchess's intention in residing in London. All 
parties were convinced that she entertained plans that 
might endanger and frustrate their own. The Duchess 
de Berri, who resided in Bath, had come to London as 
soon as she heard of the arrival of the Duchess of St. 
Leu, in order to inquire into Hortense's real intention. 
The bold and enterprising Duchess de Berri was prepar- 
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ing to go to France, in order to call the people to anus 
for herself and eon, to burl Louie Philippe from his 
nsurped throne, and to restore to her eon His rightful 
inherit&nce. They, therefore, thongbt it perfectly neu- 
ral that Ilortense should entertain similar plana for her 
son ; that ehe, too, ebould purpose the overthrow of the 
French king in order to place her own son, or the son of 
the emperor, the Duke de Beichetadt, on the throne. 

On the other hand, it had been endeavored to per- 
Boade Prince Leopold, of Coburg, to whom the powers of 
Europe had just offered the crown of Belgium, that the 
DachesB of St. Leu bad pome to England in order to pos- 
sess herself of Belgium by a coup d'etat, and to proclaim 
Louis Napoleon its king. Bnt this wise and magnani- 
mous prince laughed at these intimations. He bad 
known the ducheee in her days of magnificence, and he 
now hastened to lay the same homage at the foot of Hie 
homeless woman that he had once devoted to the adored 
and powerful Queen of Holland, He called on the 
dnchesB, conversed with her of her beautiful and bril- 
liant past, wid told her of the hopes which he himself 
entertained for the future. Deeply bowed down by the 
death of his beloved wife, Princess Charlotte of England, 
it was his purpose to seek consolation in his misfortune 
by striving to make his people happy. He had therefore 
accepted the crown tendered him by the people, and was 
on the point of departing for Belgium. 

While taking leave of the duchess, after a long and 
cordial conversation, he remarked, with a gentle smile : 
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" I tmet you will aot take my kingdom away from me on 
your journey through Eelginm i " 

While the new government of France, a^ well ae the 
exiled Bourhons, suspected the Duchess of St. Lea and 
her son of entertaining plans for the Bubversion of the 
Trench throne, the imperialists and republicans were 
hoping that Hortense's influence might be eierted upon 
the destinies of France. Everywhere in France as well 
as in England, the people were of the opinion that the 
new throne of Lonis Philippe had no vitality, because it 
had no support in the heart of the people. The partisaoa 
of the Bourbons believed that France longed for the 
grandson of St. Louis, for its hereditary king, Henry T. ; 
the imperialists were convinced that the new government 
was about to be overthrown, and that France was more 
anxious than ever .to see the emperor's son, Napoleon II., 
restored. The republicans, however, distrusted the people 
and the army, and began to perceive that they could only 
attwn the longed-for republican institutions under a Bo- 
naparte. They tfierefore sent their secret emissaries as 
well to the Duke de Beichstadt as to Lonis Napoleon. 

The Dnke de Eeichetadt, to whom these emissaries 
proposed that he should come to France and present him- 
self to the people, rephed : " I cannot go to France as an 
adventurer ; let the nation call me, and I shall find means 
to get there." 

To the propositions made to him, Louis Napoleon re- 
plied that he belonged to France under all circumstances ; 
that he had proved this by asking permisaion to serve 
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France, but he had been rejected. It would not become 
him to force to a deciBion by a coup cteia^ the nation 
whose decrees he would ever hold sacred. 

Hortense regarded these efforts of the imperiaJistB 
and of the republicans to win her son to their purposes 
with a sorrowful and anxious heart. She hoped and 
longed for nothing more than the privily of hving in 
retirement with her memories; die felt exhansted and 
sobered by the few etepe she had already taken into the 
great world ; she, who had ever felt the most tender sym- 
pathy for the misfortunes of others, and the most ardent 
desire to alleviate them — she had nowhere fonud in her 
misfortune any thing but injustice, indiSerence, and cal- 
umny, 

Hortense longed to be back at Arenenberg, in her 
Swiss mountains. Thither she desired to return with her 
son, in order that she might there dream with him of 
the brilliant days that had been, and sing with him the 
esalted song of her remembrances t If the French gov- 
ernment should permit her to journey with her son 
through France, she could easily and securely reach the 
Swiss Canton of Thnrgau, where her little estate, Are- 
nenberg, lay under the protection of the repubHc; the 
daughter of the emperor would there be certain to find 
peace and repose I 

The duchess there wrote to M. de Hondetot, be^ng 
him to procure for her from the French government a 
passport, permitdng her to travel through Frmice under 
some assumed name. It was promised her after long 
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hesitation, but under the condition that she Bhonld not 
commeDce her journey until after July, until after the 
first anniTersary of the coronation of Lonis Philippe. 

Hortenee agreed to this, and received on the first of 
Angnst a passport, which permitted her, as Madame Are- 
nenberg, to pass through France with her son in order to 
return to her estate in Switzerland. 

It was at first the duchess's intention, notwithstanding 
the nnquiet movements that were taking place in the capi- 
tal, to jonrney through Paris, for the very purpose of 
proving, by her quiet and uninterested demeanor, that 
she had no share whatever in these movements and riots. 

But, on informing Louis Napoleon of her intention, 
he exclaimed, with sparkling eyes : " If we go to Paris, 
and if I should see the people sabred before my eyes, I 
ahall not be able to resist the inclination to place myself 
on its side 1 " * 

Horteuse clasped her son anxiouBly in her urns, as if 
to protect him from all danger, on her maternal heart. 
" "We shall not go to Paris," said she, " we will wander 
through France, and pray before the monuments of our 
happiness 1 " 

On the 7th of August the Duchess of St, Len left 
England with her son, Lonis Napoleon, and landed after a 
pleasant passage at Boulogne. 

Boulogne was for Hortense the first monument of her 
happiness, at the foot of which she wished to pray I 
There, during the most brilliant period of the empire, 
* La Reine Hortense, p. ST& 
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she had attended the militarj/Sfea, in the midst of which 
the emperor was preparing to go forth to encounter new 
dangers, and to reap, perhaps, new renown. A high 
column designated the place where these camp-festivals 
had once taken place. It had been erected under the 
empire, but under the restoration the name of Louis 
XVIII, had been inscribed on it. 

Accompanied by the prince, the Duchess of St Leo 
ascended this column, in order to show him from its sum- 
mit the beautiful and floorishing France, that had onee 
been her own and through which they must now pass 
with veiled countenances and borrowed names. From 
there she pointed out to him the situation of the different 
camps, the location of the imperial tent, then the place 
where the emperor's throne had stood, and where he had 
first distributed crosses of the l^on of honor among the 
soldiers. 

With a glowing countenance and in breathless atten- 
tion, Louis Napoleon listened to his mother's narratiTe. 
Hortense, lost in her recollections, had not noticed that 
two other visitors, a ladj and a gentleman, were now also 
on the platform and had listened to a part of her narra- 
tive. As the duchess ceased speaking, they approached 
to tell her with what deep interest they had listened to 
her narrative of tlie most glorious period of French his- 
tory. They were a young married couple from Paris, 
and had much to relate concerning the parties who were 
now arrayed against each other in France, and who made 
the future of the country so uncertain. 
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In return for Horteuse's so eloquent description of the 
past, they now told her of a ion mot of the present that 
was going the rounds of Parisian society. It was there 
said that the best means of satisfying everybody and all 
parties would be, to convert France into a republic and to 
give it three consuls, the Duke of Reichetadt, the Dnbe 
of Orleans, aad the Dute of Bordeaux, " But," added 
they, " it might easily end in the first consul's driving out 
the other two, and making himself emperor." 

Hort«nse found the courage to answer this jest with a 
smile, but she hastened to leave the place and to get away 
from the couple, who had perhaps recognized her, and 
told them of the ion mot with a purpose. 

Sadly and silently, mother and son returned to their 
hotel, which was situated on the sea-side, and commauded 
a fine view of the surging, foaming waters of the channel 
and o£ the lofty column of the empire. 

They both stepped out on the balcony. It was a 
beautiful evening ; the setting snn shed its purple rays 
over the surface of the sea. Murmuring and in melodi- 
ous tace the foaming waves rolled in upon the beach ; on 
another side, the lofty column, glowing in the light of the 
setting sun, towered aloft like a pillar of fire, a memorial 
monument of fire I 

Hortense, who for some time had been silently gazing, 
first at the column, then at the sea, now turned with a sad 
smile to her son. 

" Let us spend au hour with recollections of the past," 

said she. " In the presence of this foaming sea and of 
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this prond colamn, I will show you a pictare of the past. 
Do you wish to see it ? " 

His gaze fastened oa the imperial columD, Lonis Na- 
poleon silently nodded assent. 

Hortense went to her room, and soon returned to the 
balcony with a book, bound in red velvet. Often, during 
the quiet days of Arenenberg, the prince had seen her 
writing in this book, but never had Hortense yielded to 
his entreaties and permitted him to read any part of her 
memoirs. Unsolicited it was her intention to unfold be- 
fore him to-day a brilliant picture ; in view of the sad 
and desolate present, she wished to portray to him the 
bright and glittering past, perhaps only for the purpose 
of entertaining him, perhaps in order to console him with 
the hope that all that is passes away, and that the present 
would therefore also come to an end, and that which once 
was, again become reality for him, the heir of the em- 
peror. 

She seated herself at her son's side, on a little sofa 
that stood on the balcony, and, opening her book, began 
to read. 



CHAPTER XI. 

FRAGMENT FROM THE MEMOIRS OF QDEEN HOBTEW8E. 

" The omperor had returned from Italy. The beauti- 
ful ceremony of the distribution of the crosses of the 
Legion of Honor had taken place before his departure, 
and I had been present on the occasion j the emperor 
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now repaired to Bonlogne, in order to make a second dis- 
tribntion of the order !□ the army on his birthday. He 
had made my hosband general of the army of the reserve, 
a3id sent him a courier, with the request that he shonld 
come with me and our son to the camp at BonJogne. My 
hnsband did not wish to interrupt the baths he was taking 
at St. Amand, but he requested me to go to Bonlogne, to 
spend a week with the emperor. 

" The eijaperor resided at Boulogne in a little villa 
called Pont de Brigue. His sister, Caroline, and Mnrat, 
lived in another little villa near by, I lived with fliem, 
and every day we went to dine with the emperor. Dur- 
ing two years, our troops had been concentrating in full 
view of England, and every one expected an attack. The 
camp at Bonlogne was erected on the sea-side, and re- 
sembled ft long and regularly-bnilt city. Each hut had a 
little garden, flowers, and birds. In the middle of the 
camp, on an elevation, stood the emperor's tent ; near by, 
that of Marshal Berthier. All the men-of-war on the 
water were drawn np in a line, only waiting the signal of 
departure. In the distance we conld see England, and its 
beautiful ships that were cruising along the coast seemed 
to form an impenetrable barrier. This grand spectacle 
gave us for the first time an illustration of an unknown, 
hitherto not4reamed-of power that stood opposed to ub. 
Here every thing was calculated to excite the imagina- 
tion. This bonndless sea might soon transform itself into 
a battle-field, and swallow np the Uite of the two greatest 
aatiffDB. Obt troops, proud in the feding that thersirwe 
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no obstacles for them, made impatJent by two years' re- 
pose, glowing with energy and bravery, already imagined 
themaelyee to have attained the opposite coast. "WlieD 
one considered their bravery and confidence, BQCcees 
seemed certain ; but when the eye tnmed to the impene- 
trable forest of masts on the hostile ships, a feeling of 
anxiety and fear suddenly took possession of the heart. 
And yet nothing seemed to be wanting to the expedition 
but a favorable wind. 

" Of all the homage that a woman can receive, mili- 
tary homage has in the highest degree ' the chivalrous 
character, and it is impossible not to feel flattered by it. 

" There could not be any thing more delightful or 
imposing than the homage of which I was here tlie object, 
and it was only here that it made any impression on me. 

*' The emperor gave me as an escort his equerry, Gen- 
eral Defrance. Whenever I approached a camp division, 
the guard was called ont and presented arms. 

" I had interceded for several soldiers who were un- 
dergoing punishment for breaches of discipline, and was 
on this account received everywhere with the liveliest 
enthusiasm. The entire mounted general staff escorted 
my carriage, and my approach was everywhere hailed by 
brilliant music It was on snch an occasion that I saw 
for the first time the urn which a grenadier wore attached 
to his belt ; I was told that the emperor, in order to do 
honor to the memory of the gallant Latour d'Auvergne,* 

• Lfttour d'Auvergne, a descendant of the celebrated Turenne, was 
known and honored throughout the whole army on account of the 
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had caused his heart to be enclosed in a leaden casket, 
-which he had intrusted to the oldest soldier of the regi- 
ment, commanding that his name should alwaje be called 
at the roU-call, as though he were present. He who bore 
the heart repUed : ' Dead on the field of honor,' 

" One day, a breakfast was given me at the camp of 
Ambletenee. I desired to go by water, and, notwith- 
standing a contrary wind, the admiral took me. I saw 
the English ships, and we passed eo near them, that they 
might easily have captured our yacht. I also visited the 
Dntch fleet commanded by Admiral Versuelt, where I 
was received with great applause, the sailors little dream- 
ing that I would be their queen within the space of a 
year.* 

" On another occasion, the emperor ordered a review. 
The English, who felt disquieted, by the appearance of so 
many troops drawn up before them, approached nearer 
and nearer to onr coasts, and even fired a few cannon- 
shots at us ; the emperor was at the' head of his French 
columns when they replied to these shots, and was thus 
placed between two fires. As we had followed liim, we 

lion-hearted courage which he had exhibited on so many occasions. 
As he invariably declined the many advancements and honors that 
were tendered him, Napoleon appointed him Qrst prenadier of the 
army. He (ell in the action at Neuburg, and the Viceroy of Italy, 
Eu^ae Beanhamaia, afterward caused a monument to be erected 
there in hia memory. 

♦ In order to reach the harbor of Ambleteuse to which they had 
been assigned, the Dutch had first been compelled to do battle with 
the English fleet, and in this combat they had acqiutt«d themselves 
with the greatest honor. 
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were now compelled to remain at his side. To hie uncle's 
great joj, mj son exhibited no symptom of fear whatever. 
But the generals trembled at seeing the emperor exposed 
to SQch danger. The ramrod of some awkward soldier 
might prove as dangerous as a ball. In the midst of this 
imposing spectacle, I was struck with astonishment at the 
contrast presented hy the troops under different circum- 
stances. When drawn up in line of battle, the; glowed 
with gtdlsntr; and determination, hut, in the days of re- 
pose, they resembled well-behaved children, who could 
amnse themaelvee with a flower or a bird. The most 
daring warrior was then often converted into the moat 
diligent and submiBsive scholar. 

" For the breakfast which Marshal Davoust gaTe me 
in his tent, the grenadiers had been preparing to entertain 
ufl with several songs, and came forward to sing them 
with the bashf ulnesa of young ^rls. In the most embar- 
rassed and timid manner, they sang a song full of the 
fiercest and most daring threats against England. 

" From the emperor's parlor we often saw the soldiers 
of his guard assemble on the grass-plot before the castle ; 
one o£ them would play the violin and instruct his com- 
rades in dancing. The beginners would study the 'Jetes' 
and ' asee?7ihlSs' with the closest attention ;the more ad- 
vanced ones would execute a whole contre-dance. From 
behind the window -blinds we watched them with the 
greatest pleaenre. The emperor, who often surprised ns 
at this occupation, would laugh with us and rejoice at iha 
innocent amusements of his soldiers. 
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« Was this project of & laoduig in Eogland really In- 
tended ! Or was it the emperor's pnrpOBe b; these enor- 
mous preparations to divert attention from other points, 
and fix it on this one only ? Even to-day this is a ques- 
tion which I cannot ventnre to decide ; here, as elsewhere, 
I only report what I have seen. 

"Madame Ney olso' gave me a brilliant festival at 
Montretul, where her hnaband the marshal was in com- 
mand. Dnring the forenoon the troops were manoeuvred 
before me, in the evening a ball took place. Ent this 
was suddenly interrupted by the intelligence that the em- 
peror had just embarked. 

" A number of young officers, who had been present 
at the ball, rushed out on the road to Bonlogne ; I fol- 
lowed them with the rapidity of lightning, escorted as 
Dsoal by General Defrance, who burned with impatience 
to be again at the emperor's side. I myself felt unutter- 
able emotion at the prospect of witnessing so great an 
ocomrence. I imagined myself observing the battle from 
the summit of the tower that stood near the emperor's 
tent ; beholding our fleet advance and sin^ down into the 
waves, I shuddered in anticipation. 

"At laat I arrived. I inquired after the emperor, and 
learned that he had actually attended the embarkation of 
all his troops during the night, but that he had just re- 
turned to his villa. 

" I did not see him until dinner, at which he asked 
Prince Joseph, who was then colonel of a regiment, 
whether he had believed in this pretended embarkation, 
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and what effect it had had on the soldiers. Joseph said 
that he, like all the world, had believed tihat a deputare 
was reallj intended, and that the soldiers had doubted it 
so little that they had sold their watches. The emperor 
also often asked if the telegraph had not yet annonnced 
tiie approach of the French squadron ; his adjataot, Lan- 
riston, was with the squadron, and the emperor seemed 
only to be awaiting LanristoD'e arrival and a favorable 
wind, in order to set sail. 

" The eight days' absence accorded me by my hnsband 
had expired, and I took leave of the emperor. I jour- 
neyed through Calais and Dunkirk. I saw troops defil- 
ing before me everywhere ; and with regret aud fear 
I left this magnificent army, thinking that they might 
perhaps in a few days be exposed to the greatest 
dangers. 

"At St. Amand we were every day expecting to hear 
of the passage of our fleet to England, when we sud- 
denly saw the troops arriving in our neighborhood and 
passing on in forced marches toward the Rhine. Austria 
had broken the peace. We hastened at once to Paris, 
to see the emperor once more before his departure for 
Grermany." * 

* La Eelne Hortense en Ttalte. Fwrire, ete., p. 378. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

TEE PILQ&IM. 



Oh the following morning the duchess left Boulogne 
■with her eon, in order to wander on with him through 
the land of her youth and of her memories. 

It was a sad and yet heart-etirring pilgrimage ; for, 
although banished and nameless, she was nevertheless in 
her own country — she still stood on French soil. For 
sixteen years she had been living in a foreign land, in a 
land whose language was unknown to her, and whose 
people she could therefore not i:r.,!orstand. Now, on 
this journey through France, she rejoiced ouce more in 
being able to understand the conversation of the people 
in the streets, and of the peasants in the fields. It was a 
sensation of mingled bitternees and sweetness to feel that 
she was not a stranger among tliis people, and it there- 
fore now afforded her the greatest delight to chat with 
those she met, and to listen to their naive and artless 
words. 

As soon as she arrived at her hotel in any city or 
village in which she purposed enjoying a day's rest, 
Hortense would walk out into the streets on her son's 
arm. On one occasion she stepped into a booth, seated 
herself, and conversed with the people who came to the 
store to purehaee their daily necessaries ; on another 
occasion, she accosted a child on the street, kissed it, and 
inquired after its parents; tlien, again, she would con* 
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verse with the peaflauta in the villages sbout their farms, 
and the prospecta of a plentiful harvest The rtdive, 
BtroDg, and healthy disposition of the people delighted 
her, aud, with the emiling pride of a happy mother, 
she showed her son this great and beantif ol family, this 
French people, to which they, though banished and cast 
o£^ still belonged. 

In Chantilly, she showed the prince the palace of 
Prince Cond^. The forests that stood in the neighbor- 
hood had once belonged to the qneen, or rather they had 
been a portion of the appendage which the emperor, 
since the onion of Holland and France, had set apart 
for her second son, Lonis Napoleon. Hortense had 
never been in the vicinity, and coold therefore visit the 
castle without fear of being recognized. 

They asked the guide, who had shown them the castle 
aud the garden, who had been the former possessor of the 
great forests of Chantilly. 

" The step-daughter of the Emperor Napoleon, Qneen 
Hortense," replied the man, with perfect indifierence. 
" The people continued to speak of her here for a long 
time ; it was said that she was wandering about in the 
country in disguise, bat for the last few years nothing 
has been heard of her, and I do not know what has be- 
come of her." 

" She is surely dead, the poor qneen," said Hortense, 
with so ead a smile that her son tnmed pale, and his eyes 
filled with tears. 

From Chantilly they wandered on to Ermenonville 
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and Morfontaine, for Hortense desired to show her eon 
all the placea she had once seen in the days of fortone 
vith the emperor and her mother. These places now 
seemed as solitary and deserted as she herself was. How 
great the splendor that had once reigned in Ermenonville, 
when the emperor had visited the owner of the place in 
order to enjoy with him the delights of the chase I In 
the walks of the park, in which thousands of lamps had 
then shone, the grass now grew rankly; a miserable, 
leaky boa|; was now the only conTeyance to the Poplar 
Island, sacred to the memory of Jean Jacqnes, on whose 
monument Hortense and Louis Napoleon now inscribed 
their names. Morfontaine appeared still more desolate ; 
the allies had sacked it in 1815, and it had not been 
repaired since then. In Morfontaine, Hortense had at- 
tended a magnificent festiva] given by Joseph Bonaparte, 
then its owner, to his imperial brother. 

In St. Denis there were still more sacred and beaati- 
fnl remembrances for Hortense, for here was situated the 
gretd college for the daughters of high military officers, 
of which Hortense had been the protectress. She dared 
not show herself, for she well knew that she was not 
foi^otten here ; here there were many who still knew and 
loved her, and she could only show herself to strangers. 
Bnt she nevertheless vimted the church, and descended 
with Louis Napoleon into the vaults. Louis XV HI. 
alone reposed in the halls which the empire had restored 
for the reception of the new family of rulers, adopted by 
France. Alas I he who built these halls, the Emperor 
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NftpoleoD, now reposed imder a weeping-willow on a 
desolate island in the midst of the sea, and he who had 
deposed him now occupied the place intended for die 
sarcophagas of the emperor. 

WMle wandering through these silent and. gloomj 
halls, Hortense thonght of the da; on which she had 
ctnne hither with the emperor to inspect tahe building 
of the chnrch. And that time she had been ill and saf- 
ering, and with the fnllest conviction she had said to 
her mother that she, Qneen Hortenae, woold be the first 
that woold be laid to rest in the raolt of St. Denis. 
Now, after so many years, she descended into it living, 
and had hardly a right to visit it 

Bat there was another grave, another monnment to 
her memories, beside which Hortense desired to "pny. 
This was the grave of the Empress Josephine, in the 
chmxih at Rnelle. 

With what emotions did she approach tliie place and 
kneel down- beside the grav&^nonnd ! Of all that Joae- 
phine had loved, there remained only Hortense and her 
SOD, a solitary conple, who were now secretly visiting 
the place where Hortense's mother reposed. The nnm- 
ber of flowers that adorned the monument proved that 
Josephine was at least resting in the midst of friends, 
who still held her memory sacred, and this was a consolft- 
tion for her daughter. 

From Bnelle and its consecrated grave they wandered 
on to Malmaison. Above all, Hortense wished to show 
this palace to her son I It was from tiiis place that Na- 
rihyGoogle 
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poleon had departed to leave France forever 1 Here 
Hortenfie had had the pleaenre of Bweeteniiig for him, 
by her tender sympathy, the moment when all the world 
had abandoned him — ^the moment when he fell from the 
heightfi of renown into the abyss of misfortune. Bnt^ 
alas I the poor qneen was not even to have the eatififao- 
tion of showing to her eon the palace, sacred to so many 
memories that had once been her own I The present 
owner had given strict orders to give admission to the 
palace only upon presentation of permits that must be 
obtained of him beforehand, and, as Hortense had none, 
hw entreatiee were all in vain. . 

She was cmelly repelled from the threshold of the 
palace in which in former days she had been so joyfully 
received by her devoted friends and servants I 

Sorrowfully, her eyes clouded with tears, she turned 
away and returned to her hotel, leaning on her son's arm. 

In silence she seated herself at hie side on the stone 
bench that stood before the honse, and gazed at the pal* 
ace in which she had spent such happy and momentous 
da^ lost in the recollections of die past ! 

" It is, perhaps, natural," she murmured in a low 
voice, " that absence should cause those, who have the 
happiness to remain in their homes, to forget us. But, 
for those who are driven ont into foreign lands, the life 
of the heart stands still, and the past is all to them ; to 
the exiled the present and the future are unimportant. 
In France every thing has progressed, every thing is 
changed, I alone am left behind, with my sentiments of 
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QQchangeable love and fiddi^l AJbsI how sorrowfnl 
and painful it is to be forgotten t * How — " 

Saddenlj she was iatemipted by the tones of a piano, 
that resoanded in her immediate Ticinitj. Behind the 
bench on which they were Bitting, were the windows of 
the parlor of the hotel. These windows were open, and 
each tone of the mime within coold be heud with the 
greatest distinctneES. 

The playing was now interrupted by a female Toice, 
which said : " Sing us a song, my daughter." 

" What shall I sing i " asked another and more yooth- 
ful voice, 

"Sing the beautiful, touching song your brother 
brought you from Paris yesterday. The song of Del- 
phine Gay, set to music by M. de Beaaplan." 

" Ah, you mean the song about Queen Hortense, who 
comes to Paris as a pilgrim ? Yon are right, mamma, it 
is a beautiful and touching song, and I will sing it ! " 

And the young lady struck the keys more forcibly, 
and began to play the prelude. 

Outside on the' stone bench sat fihe who was once 
Queen Hortense, but was now the poor, solitary pilgrim. 
Nothing remained to her of the glorious past, but her 
son, who sat at her side ! Hand in hand, both breathless 
with emotion, both pale and tearful, they listened nntil 
the young girl concluded her touching song. 

" The duchess's own words. See Voyage en Italie, etc., p. SOB. 
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tXfsoLctaos. 

This eoirovfiil pilgrimage was at Ugt at an end. 
Hortense was once more in her monntain-home, in the 
charming villa overlooking the Lake of Constance, and 
commanding a lovely view of the majestic lake, with ite 
island and its snrronnding cities and villages. 

Honor to the Canton Thu-gaa, which, when all the 
world tamed its back on the qaeen upon whom all the 
govenmients and destiny alike frowned — when evtax her 
neuest relatives, die Grand-doke and the Orand-dnchess 
Stephanie of Baden, were compelled to forbid her resi- 
denoe in dieir territory — still had the conrage to offer 
the Dachess of St Len an asylmn, and to accord her, on 
the free soil of the little republic, a ref nge from which 
the ill-will and distrust of the mighty conld not drive her I 

In Aronenberg, Hortense reposed from her weariness. 
With a bleeding breast she retnmed home, her heart 
woanded by a fearful blow, the loss of a noble and be- 
loved son, broken in spirit, and bowed down by the cold* 
ness and craelty of the world, which, in the cowardly 
fear of its egoism, had become faithless, even to the holi- 
est and most imperishable of all religions, the religion, of 
memory 1 

How many, who had onee vowed love and gratitude, 
had abandoned her 1 how many, whom she had benefited 
had deserted her in the hoar of peril I 



